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GREAT NEWS ! 


Always glad to hear from you, chums, so drop me a line to the following 
The Editor, The Magnet” Library, The Amalgamated Press, Ltd., The Flectway 





House, Farringdon Street, London, E.CA, 
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‘THE GREAT MYSTERY TRAIL! 


You might guts» thousand tines onto 
wat is’ Bondo Surpries fe that f 
ive in aloo fae yo, and thon bo nowhere 
Hane fhe art? Bosse Trent, YOO 
hetnpittak the font when th BIO 
Tuc oe ot Yat png Ho wat 
you 


KEEP YOUR EYE ON THE “ MAGNET.” 


‘Tho groat secret will bo rovealed to. 
you in. wook or two. And that, I am 
‘Afraid, is all T am allowed to tell you just 
now! 


How? 








£10 FOR A WITCH! 
‘A Macwir reader who has just como 
‘vor to this country on hotiday from Wost 
‘Afion (lucky fellow !) tells mo that a lot 
‘of tho stuff wo hoar about the wonders of 
Feal Black Magio out thoro ia all fudgo. 
‘The Wook Attoan natives, he tlle so, 
fro groat at make-boliove, and to disprove 
tho fo-called ability of tho native witeh- 
doctors, somo white men out there have 
offered prizo of £10 to any witeh-doctor 
‘who sucecods in any bit of magio—such as 
‘@ huaan, being into a fish! 
Bo fat, may roader-friond says; no one 
mnudo nny attompt to bag that tempting 
“tenner.” 











‘THIRTY TONS OF FLYING STEEL! 
I wonder what ono of thoso old fire. 





jritish  flying-boat to be| 
Tauftched not only weighs thirty tons, but 
‘enn eloavo tho aioe at 100 miles an hour, 


vory 


thanks to its mighty engines, which 
devolop over 5,000 horse-power ! 

‘The only part of this monster flying- 
boat not mide of motal is the fabric 
covering tho wings. ‘The part that. ios 
under water whon the thirty-tons flying. 
boat comes down in the ea is made of 
special stainloss steel, and the enormous 
strange craft actually carr 
fengino which. by marvellously ingenious 
dovico, cou bo brought into wo ‘almost 

‘fiying-bost has 
ured Tor £100,000 

















DON’T MISS THESE! 
A wonderful coincidence occurred this 

moraing. I sat down, as usual, to read 

my. big batch of lottors from’ Maoxer 

readers, and the very first letter T picked 

up was from a chum named 
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Wharton. Now I call that really 
raarkable, bcauso ae Lsat down ab may 


cs 
ie panne races chy ear 
eae eae 
eee ASNT 
aided yee Aaa 
Se val of Sarclenin® 

wicee OP See as 


re 
desk 


better than over it was, this year—and #0 
ig the POPULAR BOOK OF BOYS’ 
STORIES t 

Havo you a yming—or ean 


both !) of ‘these. 


Tikely to soll right out ANY day ! 


have been sont in by you fellows. Horo’ 
‘a good yaa for which D. Turnse, of 80, 
Seles Road, Cambridge, gots a pon- 





FEEL remarkably bucked thie 
Reding 'nlection of 

 ‘nlection a 
skes and Greyfriars limericks which 











Ist true, mother, that an apple a 
‘the'doctor away 2"? 





away this morn- 
fing, but, I'm afraid you'll have to call one 
in soon t 





HARDLY BELIEVABLE! 

1 cotton hin that ome of tho. moxt 

startling bits of ows in the daily papers 

fo theriteme ‘that are ives only, fo ot 
threo lines of spaco. For example 

Carved ona Grain of Riee,—Ono of the 





oa 
‘in it at all. 


‘of @ single 
‘of the Pope carved 
bye Chinaman 
in of rice, surely the 
world, is now i 


ies 


‘done 
that grain 
most amazing in all 
the possession of the 





Ties: 
gc eke ar 
fe ame Bs Sg 
SAT ERT eater een 
ETE eet 

among the Drakensburg (South Africa) 
sae Ses Soe 
sete coc mre ase 
Fring apply with» crowd, bboom 
ie 


‘THAT TOOTHACHE ! 


from a 
‘e tell mo 
‘has 





‘that ho is overjoyed because he has lost 





SPLENDID TREAT IN STORE FOR ALL READERS ! something. That sounded quoor 


to me, watil Tread on a bib 
farther and discovered the thing 
hho hes lost wasan eching tootht 
My reader tells me he had to 
sale vo min Yo the dentin’ 
2s he lives in very lonel 

St ‘the ‘Weet” Cosatsy. Past 
fominded ‘me of the amezing 
exploit of an Eskimo bay that 
come to my notice « fow days 
ago. Teeanalnost unbelievable 
Story of tremendous heroism. 


THE CANADIAN MOUNTED 
POLICE 


sey thet this twelvo-years-old 
Eakimo's dood is ono of tho 
‘bravest they have ever heard of. 

lot for the famous 





7 ien't it? Tho 

Eskimo boy was only ten whon his fathor 
keeping the homo 

ing, hunting for food for hie mother and 
is went 

‘thea the boy's hunting duok 


is mother became sorousl 1a, All their 
tledgedogs but. two died, and. things 
became very. eriown Sadecd, Then’ tho 


boy set out to travel 
160 MILES TO THE NEAREST DOCTOR ! 


Ja vory-it mother, ie, threo. 
a brother, and a scant store of 
food in his sledge, tho ‘Exkimno boy” sot 
Pec Pi thee Poe My mp 
“2 ve ge Over tbe mow 
tnt foo “For wooks and. wooks” they 
on, Shrough tho tori loneliness 
of the Feoven North, thon food gave out 
Sommplotely, andl for tho lat threo Gayo and 
ighte of that nightmare Joursey none of 
Ue poor travelers hed 80 mvc, ae 
moulhfal to oat. “But thay got to that 
ctr a late the mata owas 
fevedy to sploatid twelve-yenre: 
SIL Eskimo’ boy. himsclt nearly ‘died of 
Sxhaustion, Eats all Tain uF cape 40 
hy you fellows 








HERE'S just space for a Groyfriorn 
limerick bofore I go on to nox! 
wwook's list of features, ‘Thi 
fone comes, from K. Wand, of 

272, Fitth Avenue, Tang Hall, York, who 
in now the proud possossor of a MANE 
pocket wallet: 


Old Gosling, the Greyfriars portor, 
Drinks something that's strongor than 








‘water. 
His bulbous red noso 
A bright flaming rose 

Proves clear he has more than he ought-er 1 





Hore's noxt_wook’s programme. 
First ond foremost : 
“THE SECRET OF THE SCARAB I" 
By Frank Richards. 
‘a real corking yam,. this, dealing 
30 further adventures of Harry 
that you will bo 





with 
Wharton & Co—o 
reluctant to put down onoo you have 
‘farted to road it. You'll find R. 
in tip-top form, and you'll chuckle with 
ht at the’ advesitures—end misad. 
Yeaturee—of the evorpopular Billy 

junter. 

‘Don't mies it—that's my advies ! 

‘Next comes another thrilling instalment 
of ("Tae ‘Red ‘Faloon,” which ectainly 








at's acroamingly-funny”_ effusion 
eutlied: « To Sehoaltoy Broesional 
Gough tT ahovld. just soy you. wil 
Te atalion ‘orate mi bo tho 

Srinning lmorioks ‘and jokes, more 
over ia miadory quotes aad mary 
shout OUR STUPENDOUS FREE GIFT 








Cheerio, thon, 
‘YOUR EDITOR. 


THRILLING HOLIDAY ADVENTURES IN THE MYSTERIOUS EAST !- 


ff ihe 


Wi 


Featuring Harry Wharton & Co. and Lord Mauleverer, th 


‘THE FIRST CHAPTER. 
Bunter’s Treat! 
ILLY BUNTER sat up and took 
notion, 
Tt was hot on tho Nilo, 
Undor a sky of cloudless’ blue 
tho dabal Boated slowly. up, the 
ont river of Baypt, light wind from 
‘tho north rustling the huge sail. 

But the wind was vory light, and the 
dehabiyeh moved very slowly.” Some of 
tho Nubian sailors were, poling to help 
it along, ‘Tho rois stood like a bronze 
‘statue at the tall helm. 


























Harry Wharton & Co. of tho Groy- 
friars Removo sat under the, awning in 
‘tho balcony that surrounded tho stern 
of tho dahal They. wore takin 





easy, and watching lazily. tho gliding 
Banks, and tho craft on” tho river as 
they floated slowly onward to tho south, 
Lord Mauloverer had nodded off to 


sloop, 
Billy Bunter, sprawled in a big 
bosket-chair, mopped the perspiration 
from his plump forehead, and dabbed 
here was a mosquito-net over 
‘Owl as ho spravyled, but the flies 
feomed to eroop  undor ‘it somehow. 
‘Thoy seemed to like Bunter. Ever 
sinco ho had been in Egypt tho fies had 
shown & partiality for Buntor. One of 
the celebrated plagues of Egypt was a 
plague of flies, and Bunter’s impression 
was that it was still going strong. 
Bunter had requested the Famous 
Five, ono after another, to fan the ics 
off him while he mapped. One after 
another they had deolined, with the solf- 
ishness Buntor was eadly’ accustomed 
to. Then he had. told Hassan, the 
dragoman, to fan off the flics. Hassan 
had disappeared. Bunter lad to smack 
at tho flies himsolf, or leave thom un- 
smacked. He smacked and smacked, 
and, like Samson of olden times, slew 

















his thousands and tens of thousands. 
Every time ho smacked, he shifted the 
mosquito-net, and the’ fos of Egypt 
seomed like thoso stout-hearted Scottish 
spearmen at the battle of Flodden: 








“Each stopping whoro his comrade 

ach stopping comrade 
‘The instant that ho fell.” 

Bunter was tired of fies; but the flies 


were not tired of Bunter. Probably th 
were the only living creatures on board 





Time and again has Kalizelos, 
the Greek, attempted to steal 
the age-old searab—said to be 
the key to a fortune—which is 


in the possession of Lord 
Mauleverer. And not even 
aboard a large house-boat, 


surrounded by native servants, 
is Lord Mauleverer safe from 
his relentless shadower. 












iveh who wore not tired of 
Buntor. With the G: 
with the dragoman, 
vants and tho Nubian sailors Bunter 
‘was not, popular. But with the flies his 
popul: unbounded. Bunter 
himsel ps, was not very attrac- 
i traces of his last two or 











threo snacks, smeared over his fat face, 
attracted winged things from near and 
far. Bunter hiked sticky things, 20 did 
tho flies 

But Billy Bunter forgot for « moment 
that plague of Egypt, and sat up and 














i@ Chums of Greyfriars. By FRANK RICHARDS. 


took notice as a native felucca glided 
behind, the erawling dahabiych, ~ ‘Tho 
folucoa’s big Iateen sail was down, and 
it was rowed by a couplo of brown men, 
In the felucca was a hugo stack of 
ripe, golden orangos. Tt was a. fruit 
boat taking fruit to, Luxor. 
‘sight of the foreign faces on tho dah 
biych the boatmen pulled round. the 
stern, and a brown man ino dusty 
djubbah, who was sitting. :beside tho 
mountain of orangos, roso to his foot, 
salaamed, and called out in Arabic. 
What ho’ said’ in that strango tongue 
sas a scaled mystery to tho Greyfrinrs 








fellows, But thoy understood his signs, 
He pointed to the oranges and waved 
his brown hands, and grinned, with 








‘of whito teoth. Ho had’ oranges 
to sell, and the sight of English frees 
i him. with, 0 hopo of ‘selling 
them at ten timos the prico thoy would 
have fetched at Luxor. 





you chaps !” 
“Who's goin 
wstros to stant 


to lond Bunter somo 
treat?” yawned Johnny 


hh, really, Bull—” 
“Wake up, Mauly!” grinned Frank 
Nugent. “Bunter’s going to stand 
trot! ‘Céngh up somo cash!” 
“Yaw-aw-aw!” came sleepily from 
Lord Maulevoror. 
“Oh, really, Nugent 
“Might as ‘well have some of these 
jolly oranges, as the man wants to soll,” 
Bob Cherry. “I think I've got 
ine, piastres.” 
“vo said that it’s my treat, Cherry,” 
Billy Buntor, with a great deal of 
ignity. “Leave ‘this to me!” 
Migyer Liseany.—No, 1,282, 
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“Yes, I know treats, old fat 
bean!” assonted Bob, with 'a cheery 
grin, “You'll order twice as much a8 


it to for, and then remember 
that yo Ptorgoten where you left 





if you, moan business for once, go 


head. 
“Yah!” answered Bunter. “Look 
here, you beast : 
"There was a golden glimmer as the 
fat Owl of the Removo drow a coin 
fom his pockst, 








"Ite Bunter's treat, old bean, 
2 "6 * 
Bob. “An occaai 








‘an Egyptian pound,” said © « ee i ss 
Bart ese Bet ctugithaeet were, Ee ole"ap gate sadly. 
PieeeTee nek at Bent Suef, You dont pasik® % you fellows?” beamed 
often seo gold about. They call it a “ «pi, 
jineib in tho silly language they speak Tho finefulness is terriGo!” 
ere. But it’s a pound.’ As the dahabi; ay ended aiceime 





‘Bunter waved a fat hand, with the 
id coin between a fat finger and 
Sump, ‘to the native in the boat. 
ae Prowse grange. pieechant sales 
aamed again, Gold. w 
‘often seen on the Nile, and the sight of 
8 hundred pesto, picoe evidently im 
sed the fruit ecllr. 
Pithe felucca hooked on, to the daha- 
the two oarsmen holding on to 


















the tiem, “Tho fruit seller continued 
to’asat to Bunt, or, to tho olden 
wvmhich probably im im 
ford than Bunter did. filled 
2 large. wickor basket ‘solden 
ranges, and lifte : 
‘Bunter loaned over tho stern, bin 
ing into, the felucce. through ‘his big 
eo, 
“Pefarry Wharton & Co, watched him 
curiously. 


unter was surprising thom. : 

For Billy Buator to id treat, with- 
out borrowing tho né ry cash from 
somo other follow, was rathor a record. 

But, tho fat Owl was evidently in 
carne 

“How much?” asked Buntor, point- 
ing to the basket of oranges. 

Foefty pitstro, sar!” 

“Shovo it hoto, and give me chango 
said Bunter, 

ba .” ‘The brown man sal 















Aahabiyeh, with help from Bob’ Cherry 
above, 

was a grunt from Johnny Bull. 

aro choap here,” he said. 

“That lot's not worth more than twenty 

piastros, Buntor. You're being done. 

“Oh, ‘that’s all right! said. Buntor. 
“T boliove in boing generous to niggers, 
you know.” 

“Oh, my hat!” 

It Billy Bunter had surprised the 
shums of the Remove before, he_aston- 
ished them now. Not only was Bunter 
standing treat with his own cash, which 
‘was unusual, but he was allowing him- 
self to be recklessly overcharged, which 
‘was unprecedented, Really, the Grey- 
friars follows could hardly believe thoir 
ears. 

‘But ovidently tho fat Owl meant br 
ness. He tossed the gold piece down to 
Mustapha, and that honest merchant 
tossed up tho change—fifty piastres. 
Then the felucca shoved off, and tho 
two craft parted company. 

“Tsay, you fellows!” Bunter selected 
a ripe, fat orange, and_pushed his fat 
faco into it. which was Buntor's elegant 
way of cating an orange, “I sav, this 

‘Tue Macxer Linaay.—No, 1, 
























junfora ne under th stor svrning and 
‘oranges. ‘They were ti ¥ 
1d vorywoloome ona bot day. ‘hero 

al satisfaction. Tho Famous 
ed the oranges, and had at im 
promion that Bunter was improving, £0 
thoy’ wore. satisfed. "Mustapha, the 
honest merchant, had sold his oranges 
{or twice, their ‘value, so he was, sat. 
the bad gold piso that hed been pease 

© bad gold pieos a 

fon shim ‘at Bent Suef, and received in 











THE SECOND CHAPTER. 
Wrathy 1 
‘697 ORDLY gontlemen!” 
tho “voice of Hassan, 
ragoman. 

, booking like a tropical 
beetlo in his gold’braided jucket, aky- 
bluo trousers, Follow shoes, and erimson 
sash, the dragoman camo along tho 
upper deck, 
boosh dancing and glancing in th 

‘Ho pulled asido the awning over th 
stera Balcony to address tho Greyfriars 
Fellows below. toe was beem 

fassan’s dusky was beaming. 
Hassan. enjoyed: showing tho sights of 
Egypt to the. Greyfriart tourist, 
ho nover let them off a single sight if 
hho could help it. 

Harry Wharton & Co. had been a 

many days coming up the Nilo, 
ogress in & dahabiych was. slow. 
Now, however, they were drawing near 
to Luxor, where they were to stop for 
fa time, Luxor was a place that could 
not possibly bo missed. Indeed, had 
the juniors thought of missing Karnalc 
and Luxor, they would, hardly havo 
dared to tell Hassan so. ‘The dragoman 
‘would have received too great a shock. 

“Noble, and gentlemanly lords,” said 
Hassan, through the awning, “here you 
rise up’on feet and look, for celebrated 
‘Templo of Kemnak nov obs up oa bank 
on Nile, and this is sight for tore. eyes, 
as you 
language.” 


Te was 
tho 


Sis 














yin your magnificent 





“Come on, you, slacker 


1 said Bob 
‘Mustn’t miss the jolly old 
sights! Wake up, Mauly, and get a 


Lord Mauleverer yawned deeply. He 
was disinclined to move, 


Cherry. 





the gold tassel on has tare OF 


THE MAGNET 


“You fellows i 
“eci¥en, fellows tall me about it after. 


“Fathead! on!” said Harry 


river as well? If we begin doin’ things 
twies over, you fel all nev 
over, You fellows, wo shall never 


exclaimed 
Kemal from river 
and of gigenie 

ere 43 opportint 
tieditate on fallen greatngm of anciont 
tomicrable Gaeis'on fatter hes oo 

lo chair - 
Gonkey back while visiting ruins,” 
‘Oh gad” "said Mauleverer.. “Wol, 
took Lote, you mon. go up ad do the 
Fit" “a 
Beta ra ont fairy. 
oor old” Mauly’s too ti 

more, anid Bob Bot jot ations 
ust watch him, and see him jump when 
orange down his. neck 
‘He's up already 
you dangoroun ase" 





























niors went through one of the 

into the saloon, and through 
that spartment to tho’ lowor deok, 
whence there were stops to the upper 
deck. Billy Bunter rolled’ after them 
with an orange in each hand, and a 
considerable amownt of orange-ju 
‘over his fat faco. His escort of 
‘companied him. ‘Th 











pee dank 
poi 
Really it: wat worth 
a. Groat limestone rocks and 
foomed. against tho blu 

bank of the Nilo. On the 


vin 
& plain by tho tivor. el 
rough mastes of palm-trecs the 
reat pylons of the Temple of Karnak 
foomed into view. And’ as tho daha- 
biyoh flostod ‘on’ thoro was a glimpto 
Luxor in the distance, 
But tho attontion of tho Groyfri 
follows turned, all of a sudden, froin 
the obolisks and pylons of Karnak to & 
felucca which was coming down the 
stream, with two brown mon pulling at 
the ‘snd a third brown man 





looking 
lifts 

the wostorn 
eastern bank tho hills retreated, I 


























ing of oranges. 

;_ “Hallo, hallo, hallo! ‘That's tho 

jelly old, orange merchant coming 
1" said Bok y.. “He, seoms 

to. bo exci ut, something.” 





westioulations. 
jhe juniors stared at him in aston. 
ishment. 

‘Tho folucca had left, the slow-moving 
@ahabiyeh far behind, going on to 
Luxor, and they had not expected to 
see it again. But it was coming back, 
and it was olear that something was 
amiss. 

Billy Buntor turned his big spectaclo 

the gesticulating Mustapha with an 
ia is that, th 

‘say, you fellows, is that, tho 

who sold mo tho’ oranges?” he 
med. 

“That's the chap,” said Johnay Bull. 
“What on earth's tho matter with, the 
man? What is ho saying, Hassan?” 























‘Tho folucca was still at a distanc 
‘but Mustapha’s voice, shouting in 
Arabic, could be heard, Hassan gave a 
cough. 


EVERY SATURDAY 


“My lordly master, I think I better 
not tell you what Mustapha he say,” 
answered the dragoman. “Also it 


ould be dificult, herd for me, because 
“Because what?” 





“Oh, my hat!” 
“Somo vory strong words I know, 
which I havo heard English military 





¢ 
\ 
~— i XN) 
We 
“My treat, you fellows |” 
Pointing to the basket of oranges. 


ak to soldiers,” said 
;, “These words I will toll 
you 


“You needn't trouble,” said Harry 
‘Wharton hastily. 

“Oh gad!” said Lord Mauleverer. 
“But what on earth’s the matter with 
the man?” 

“Goodness knows ! 


gentlemen 





“Tsay, you fellows!” Billy Buntor 
foomed Uneasy, not merely surprised 
Tike the other’ fellows at Mustaph: 
antics, 
swearing, you know, I—I—T do 
to have anything to do with him. Ho's 
@ bad character. Mauly's uncle told us 
to bo careful not to get into bad com- 
pany when he let us come up the Nile 
$n our own. I—T think it’s duo to Sir 
Reginald Brooke to—to bo rather care- 
ful, you know. ‘Tell the sailors to keep 
‘that boat off with their poles.” 

“On my head bo it!” ‘said. Hassan. 
“The son of several dogs and pigs is 
speaking words of the naughty kind, 
of which there are many very strong in 











sf Nubians were handlin 


the Arabic tongue. Very strong indeed, 
Se tscarai at wade 


him off. 
‘Tho Nubian crew of the dshabiych 
were all staring at the boat, and even 
tho grave reis at tho filler gave 
‘Mostapha curious looks. Some of. tho 
poles to. help 
tho dahabiyeh through the shallows, and 
it would have been easy for them to 
keep tho felon Of But Harry, Whar. 
ton sto je dragoman as ho was 
about to call out an order to the crew. 
“Hold on!” he said. “Something's 
wrong, though I can’t imagine what it 
‘Yet him como nearer, and ask him 
i's the trouble.” 
To hear is to obey, my noble gentlo- 
man!” answered Hassan. 
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Bunter waved a fat hand to the native in the boat. 
“Feelty plastre, sar!" answered the frult selle 
‘Bunter, handing down a gold coin. 





roared Bunter. 
follows want to listen to 
guard, I jolly woll don’ 
jou sol Mako the. sailors kee} 
rute off! I'm surprised at you, 
ton, In fact, I'm, shocked.” 
“You silly ass!” oxclaimed Wharton. 
“There's something the matter !” 
“Rot! I expect the man’s tipsy.” 
said Bunter. “Well, if, you're going 
fo let him come alongside and uso bad 
1ago, I'm going below. I'm a bi 
moro particular than you are in such 


things.” 

“Fou howling ass!” 

“Yeh! 

Billy Bunter rolled down tho ste 
from the upper deck, and went into the 
doorway, from the lower deck to the 
gabins of the dahsbiyeh. ‘The juniors 
heard slam below as he closed the 
door of his room. 


tooked 





‘that 
yhar- 








hia& 


$ 


surprising them, but Bunter surprised 
them still more. He was displaying a 
delicacy of which he had never been 








suspected before, 

‘Mustapha's voice came more loudly as 
the felucca approached more closely to 
the dahabiych. ‘The fury in his brown 
face was not to be mistaken. Ho 
shouted and raged. A torront of Arabio 


peared, and strenmnod “from him, "and 
th his brown hands waved in wild 

gesticulation, 
‘The juniors saw, a startled expression 
come over Hassan's fa: hey dis- 
lore wero 








grinning. 
understood 
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ss 


“ How much for those?” he asked, 
“Right, Pll hayo them,” said 


“* Give me ehange for this 1°” 


further surprise of the juniors, Mustapha 
held up a gold coin between © brown 
finger and thumb as his boat came aong- 
side and waved I th ig viously 

‘parently it was tho, Hgyptian, poun 
iat" Bunter had paid him for’ the 
oranges. 

eesmillab!” murmured Hassan 

“What's the matter with the man?” 
asked Harry. is it ‘ninstroke?™ 

“My, magnificent gentleman, ho 
soy— 

‘At this point, the orangemerchant 
broto ‘into English,” Brandiahing the 

spitting with fury, ho 

elled up’ at the staring juniors, 














gold coin, anc 





“Bad! Naughty! This very naughty 
pisee! 
ring 


‘Yes, sar! Too naughty! Bad! 
peor ectt Ness irl | ect 


ented Wharton. 
ing thot the quid. © neughty?™ 
ing that the quid is not 
iemangrinnsas - 
the common 
‘Tas Macnee 








the. 
533 





speak not 
Sor 1282, 














6 
ire _and fine fect English language Arabic wes volleying to and fro be 
ike Hassan,” he explained. “He mean tween Mustapha and Hassan, 
to.say gold pieco not good.” Mustapha was getting ‘into a fren 
‘Oh exclaimed Wharton, “A bad Lord Mauleverer tapped the dragoma 
soyereign—counterfeit! Is on bis gold-braided arm, ap Muston 
“Yes, sar!” with s furious 


re, hurled the 
Diece on the dete” = 
idle that quid relly bed, Hassent” he 


“Yes, sar,” said Ha: 


“Ob,’my hat?” gasped Bob Cherry. 
‘Tho felucca bumped on the dahabiyeh. 

Tho two rowers held on, while Mustapha a: 

mado a jump on board,” He flourished 


the gold piece under the noses of tho ang Gtint i <8, 
juniors and roared and spat. Say teeing Jk mkt bis foethe 


‘bed money in Egypt, sar.” 
“Bad! Naughty! Yes, sar, ho Give tho man his hundred piastr 
nughty !* A torrent of Arabic followed, gnegis"® the mae bis hundred piastres, 
‘Mustapha’s English failed him, fies, lordly ser.” 
Hassan volleyed back in the same Mustapha calmed down a little as he 
language. received’ a, hundred. pi But he 
“Bunter!” roared Bob Cherry. didnot seem sat 
There was no reply from William 
George Bunter, ‘The juniors understood 
now why the fat Owl hed been so. un- 
willing to meet Mustapha a second time, 
Evidently ‘a counterfeit coin had beer: 
passed on Bunter, and ho had passed it 
on to Mustapha. "‘Bunter's treat wa 
leined naw. No doubt the fat Owl bad 
‘waiting, for an opportunity to gel 
rid of that. “quid”; -and the orange- 
boat on tho Nilo had given him his 






sm 

















word, at 
in tho East, 


ANl'tho juniors knew’ th 
least! Nobody could travel 
even for a few days, without becoming 


quainted with “backsheesh.’ 
“Give him some backsheosh, 
yawned, Lord Mauleverer, “After all, 
e's had the trouble of coming back for 
his money. hhim fifty plastres 
“Yes, my gentlemanly lord.” 

Fifty moro piastres were handed to 
























opportunity. the orange-merch: ‘Mustapha 
“Phe fat villa ‘back to his felucca, and the row 

fon, crimgon pushed’ off. Tho folucoa "pulled ‘away 

‘Bring him up hore by for Laxor once more, Mustapha standing 

“You bet!” answered Bob. up, staring back at the dahabiyeh, ani 

Ho rushed down to the cabin peri AE cen Wiha eer) 

tmrere Bestures, a3 ho doparted.. But ho was 

Thump! Thump! Thump! ‘There gone at last; and Harry Wharton & Co., 


was a sound df cnergeti 





thumping st a faces, 





doors “Evidently tho. door was locked. wont Eslow to'talk to Banter. And tno 
Tho fat squeak of Billy Bunter w ithful Hassan, with a cheery grin, 





heard. 





ipped the counterfeit “quid” into his 





“Go away! Don’t disturb me, you pocket, with the honest intontion of 
beast! Tr asloop” passing it, in his turn, on some unwary 
“Come on deck, you fat scoundrel!” tourist—all being grist that camo to 





al 
Biassan’s mill. 
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Black Battle- 
Axe! 


“Beware, Fulk de Brion—talse 
Baron of Vardray, usurper of the 
fair Vardray lands. €re long the 
bop you have thought dead tor 
fifteen years will return to take 
terrible vengeance for pour 
treachery, aud you shall answer 
for every one of your deeds of 
merciless oppression. Beware, 
‘ulk de Brion—beware the Black 
all. e= AXE 





Bese the lash of sige and the thram of bowsiting 
in Jobn Huntor’s great story of the avenging kni 
‘Norman conqueror and Saxon serf; outlaw, man-at- 
farms, and ruthless baron live before your eyes! 
Make ouro of “ BLACK BATTLE-AXE i” 


Ask for No. 351 of 


| BOYS’ FRIEND Library 


Now on Sale.at all Newsagents - 














Hassan,” I 


THE MAGNET 


THE THIRD CHAPTER. 
Beastly for Bunter ! 


HUMP! ‘Thump! 
I Bob Cherry banged on Bun. 
ter’s door. Johuny Bull kicked 


at it, Frank Nugent shouted 
through the keyhole. 

“T ‘say, you fellows!” came a fat 
iqueek from within tho locked cabin. 

‘say, is he gone?” 

‘Open this door!” roared Bob, 
T-T've lost the key, old’ chap! 
Otherwise P'd let you in’ at onco, with 
pleasure! I say, is that boastly Arab 
gone?” 

“You fat rascal—” 

“Oh, really, Wharton—" 

“Youve passod bad money on a 
native!” roared the captain’ of the 
Remove, “We'ro going to squash you 
‘as flat as a pancake!” 

“How was I to know that it was 
bad?” demanded Bunter. “Of course, 

knew anything of tho kind.” 

id you dodge below for, then, 
and lock yourself in?” roared Johnny 
Bull.“ “‘You podgy pirate, you knew 
you ‘were swindling the man. 





















_,“'No, I'didn't! Hadn't tho faintost 
ides thore was anything the matter with 
it!” answered Bunter, through the door. 
“T hope I’m not the sort of fellow to 
bad money, especially on igger ! 
Pthink tine slows a. rotten surplctous 
mind, Bull! ‘That's you all over.” 
“You fat idiot, you've just suid it was 
sod on you at Boni Stet—" roared 


johnny Be 
»” retorted Bunter. “ 
beastly nigger changed a note for 
and gave me t spoof quid amon, 
the other money. Of course, I was go: 
ss. it on some other nigger! L 
rd to lose a hundred piastres! 
I mean, I can afford to, but I'm jolly 
well nok going to, seo? "I'm jolly well 
pot going to be dono by niggers! Let 
Tem Tearn to be honest |” 
“By gad! ‘They won't learn that from 
you, Bunter!” ejaculated Lord) Maul- 
Bverer. 





























‘Tsay, you follows, i, that, man 
genet Y'want. to have. nothing to do 
frith bit—nothing whotever!fie's not 
onest™ 

“Shan 

eet Ot 

oval 

You're dem 





ty! 
Bahabiyeh, oxpocting us to tako caro of 
ft. "You follows ought to remomber that 
Bputte,not i "hor Remove: passago ab 
iriare now." 
‘Will you come out and be scragged?” 

roared Bob Cherry. 

evan! 

“Tacky for you Mustaphs dida't bring 
fs bobby’ back with him. You migh 
have been run in for passing bad 


money.” 
Oh, really, Cherry! I keep on telling 
pout wa a good auigpetectiy good 
esides, they’ wouldn't tako a Higger’s 
word against mine, T suppose? All sou 
islous ace, witneae, foo!” 
<Opcoure, I should expect zou to 
sand by a." wad Bunter. “If you 
all gave evidenco that I'never pavo the 
Beast that quid it would bo all right! 
Til'do as much for you another time, of 
course.” 
“Yo gods!” gasped Bob Cherry. 
“The real. trouble, that these 
niggers are not houcst,” sald Bunter. “I 
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gan tell you, I’m fed-up with their dis- 
It’ doesn’t seem to shock you 
it does me! You're not so 





Tent us, Cherry, T-oan only say you're 
an ungrateful beast! I think you ought 
to,bo & bit decent whoa you're travelling 
with me. Your bad manners let s fellow 
down, you know.” 

“Will you open this door?” roared 








“No, I jolly well won't! 
Bob'Cherry_bestowed o final thump 
fon tho door. But bursting it in was not 
to be thought of. ‘Tho dababiyeh bo- 
Tonged to Mr, Maroudi, the Egyptian 
gontloman of Cairo. With great kind- 
oss Mr. Maroudi had lent it to the 
Greyfriars party for the trip up the 
ile, On board Mr. Maroudi's palatial 
houseboat mannors and customs, could 
asin the old 

‘at Greyfriars School. 
jot stout one, and Bob 
have driven it in with his 
But the fat Owl was quite 















shoulder, 
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aware that ho was safo from such 
drastic measures, 

Bo long as Bunter kopt tho door 
locked ‘there was nothing doing. But 
the Famous Fivo were dotormined that 
tho fat Owl was going to have the lesson 
ho so badly neoded. 

‘[t was exasperating, no doubt, to re- 
ceive bad monoy, but that was no exouse 
for passing it-on,to,am innocent, party, 
‘To Billy Buntor’s fat mind, the fact 
that, a, native had “diddled’” him at 
Boni Suof was a sulficiont reason for 
ling” "a native at Luxor. ‘That 
sort of morality. was not good enough 
for white mon in an African country. 
‘Moreover, Bunter had run  gorious risk 
‘boing tapped on tho shoulder by an 
Egyptian policoman and taken before a 


Peer 












juniors wanted to ha} 
up the Nilo, Buntor 
and kicked hard! 






‘You fat vil 
We're going to kick you all round the 
ahabiygh Will you ‘come out and be 
kicked ?” 
“Boust 
“Woll, it will keop! Come on, you 
amen, lo iB 


's go Up. 

‘Tho juniors ‘returned to, the upper 
deck. ‘There they “viewed ” Luxor in 
tho distance as tho dahabiych crawled 
slowly on up the. golden 
Bunter remained in his cabin, snorting 
with indignation. 

But it was hot in the cabin, and there 
were more flies there than on deck. 
‘Tho fat Owl could hear the footsteps of 
tho juniors overhead. A blink from tho 

low assured him that the orange- 
boat and the obnoxious Mustapha were 
gone. He ventured at last out of 
‘cabin and went elong tho lower deck 
and blinked up at the juniors. 

‘What the beasts were so waxy about 
Tad éxplsined iRMt Wo ted only passed 

iad explained that ho had only 
‘on a bad coin that had been passed on 
him—with the further explanstion that 




















fhe coin was not bea at stl but w per: 
fectly good one. This double-barrolled 
explanation ought to have satisfied any 
reasonable fellow, in Bunter’s opinion, 
but ho realised that these beasts were 
not reasonable, So he was ready to 
bolt as, he ‘the juniors on the 
upper deck. 

“"T say, you fellows!” 

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here he is!” 
roared Bob Cherry. “First kick to 

‘Thoro was a thud as Bob jumped 
down from the upper deck. 

‘Bub, quick as ho was, bo was not so 
quick as Billy Bunter. 

Bunter fairly flow. 

Slam! Click! 

‘Tho fat Owl was locked in his cabin 


gail 
“Como out, you fat snail!” roared 
the door. 









Bob Cherry grinned and returned to 
the deck. Billy Buntor was weloome to 
romain locked in his cabin as long as he 
rather like an oven on 






porspiring 
did not venturo 


ik 


fics. 
Teavo the cabin 
been 


to 
Often as Bunter had 
ced, ho hated the procoss—and tho 








COMING 
SOON! 


rospect of being kicked all. round tho i 
Rehubigel had So appeal for hin ae 





Ho crawled on the bed at last, 
arranged tho mosquito-net, and wont to 
sloop. Fortunately for Bunter, he could 
always sleop. ‘The dahabiych rolled on, 
to an accompaniment of deop and 
steady snoring. 

Tt was dark in the cabin when Bunter 
awoke. Night had fallen on the Nile. 

‘Through the latticed window camo a 
gpimmor of the bright stars of Bayt. 

who dahabiyeh was still in motion it 
bd not ti 


native 
vessol slowly onward. 








sound 
and plates. Billy Bunter snorted with 
indignation. ‘The beasts had come down 
to supper and nover even called him. 
soe gaonte the, dor ond pared out 
facts. the  aerabeyeh serene a th 
joorway iningealoon wore open, 
fand he, could sce the Famous Five and 
Lord” “Mauleverer at supper’ in. tho 


Jompli ght. 
"Hiafio, allo, hallo! ‘There's 
‘Bunter I” 

‘Bob Cherry laid down knife and fork 
and rushed into the passage. “Like a 
fat rabbit dodging into its burrow, 
Billy Bunter popped back into his cabia 
and'slammed and locked tho door. 

‘He was only in time. 

‘Thump! 

‘The deor rattled under Bob Cherry's 

‘Come out, Bunter!” red Bob. 

“J—I—I say, old chap!” gasped Bun- 
tor, “I say, are you going to make it 
paz, old fellow?” 








fe 
“i'm going to kick you from one end 


7 
of the dahabiyeh to the other! Como 
‘out and be kicked !” 

“Beast!” roared Bunter. “Look 


bere, I want my supper! I'm hungry |” 

“Well, como out to supper,” said 
Bob. “What's stopping you?” 

“Beast I” groaned Bunter. 

Bob Cherry went back to tho dining- 
room. — Billy Bunter remained in his 
cabin, He wanted his supper—and with 
every passing minuto he wanted it more 
‘nd moro, But ho did not want to be 
Kicked. And it was evident that tho 
kicking was going to precede the 
supper. 

Harry Wharton & Co. finished their 
supper and went back to tho deck, Bob 
Chorry tapped on Buntor's door es ho 


“Still thero, fatty 2” 
“Beast I” 
“May as well como out and got it 











Banter did not come out. On tho 
deck tho chums of the Romove chatted 
as the dahabiych glided on to Luxor 
under the starlight, and tho song of the 
Nubian sailors echocd on the shadowy 
river, and Hassan’s tircless tongue ran 
on and on with a description of tho 
wonders of Karnak and Luxor, both of 
which pacts hed that irzosi ible attrac- 
tion of “innumerable dead porsons,”” 

‘Twice Billy Bunter unlocked his door 
—and cach time ho heard Bob's heavy 
tread and locked it again. 

By that timo Billy Bunter was in « 
stato of fomino, but ho dared ‘not yon: 
ture forth in quest cf provender. Tho 
fat Owl was suffering for his sins— 
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which, in the opinion of tho Famous 
Fivo, ‘wos just and propor. 

Bunter's door was still locked when 
there was a tramp of feet announcing: 
that the Groyfriars fellows were cotning 
down to turn in. There was a thump 
at tho fat Owl's door. 

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Come out, 
Bunter! You've got to be kicked boforo 
we turn in!” bawled 































till tho boasts wore asleop before ho 
turned out to soarch for grub. 

Long, long minutes crawled by on 
leaden ‘wings, 

He heard » tramping of tho Nubian 
sailors on deck, a calling of voices from 
the shoro, and there was a bump of the 


dahabiyeh. 
Luxor w 
dahabiych 
‘Bunter wait 
auicted down, 
‘opened his door. 
“All was dark | 
‘On Board the Cleopatra only one light 
burned—a lantorn sling to tho tall most, 
Below the deck, where the juniors had 
theis quarters, ‘all wore asleop, xcept 
ing Billy Bunigr, and no light bu 
ter stopped out stealthily into tho 


reached at last, and the 

‘as tying up at the bank. 
‘ll tho noises. had 

and then cautiously 











discovery that he hadn't any. There 
‘were plenty of native servants on board 
in their rooms between the schoolboys’ 
juarters and the sailors’ deck, but 
junter did not think of calling any of 
Shor," He eo, painfully eware of what 





would happen if ho woke Bob Cherry. 
“Boast!” he murmured under 
breath. 


‘And he groped his way along in the 
darkness. ‘ 

‘Ho knew where to find matches in the 
dining-saloon, and ho know. where to 
find provendor—if only thoso boasts did 
not wake up. A professional burglar 
could not, have been moro cautious and 
stealthy than Billy Buntor as ho crept 
‘and groped along the passage. 

Tn the dining-room_ thero was tho 
faintost glimmer of starlight from a 
window that had beon left uncurtained. 
Tho fat Owl blinked round him, and 
‘was about to grope across the room, 
when suddenly he stopped dead, his fat 
heart thumping. 

‘Im tho darkness and silenco there was 
int sound—tho soft sound of a 

footstep entering the room 
‘the other sid 














stealthy tread in the deep 8 
‘a thrill of terror to Bunter’s fat heart. 
Someone—some native—some Arab thief 
had climbed the balcony the stern 
‘of the dahabiyoh, from tho river, and 
ained an entrance! That flashed into 
Bu ter’s fat mind at once. He could 
see nothing, hear nothing, but the faint- 
tat of stealthy sounds. - But his terrified 

Dlctnred e desporado, ‘eife in 
Haug, 'snd'h> “stood where’ ho was, 
ehained to tie floor by terror, scarcely 
breathing; und as ho stood ho folt the 
wind of @ yarment that 
him a3 an unseen figure passed, 


THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 
‘The Enemy in the Night ! 























ALIZELOS, the Greok, stood in 
FA ite sindon “ot ins “tome 
colonnade, by the landing-placo 
‘at Luxor, on tho Nile. His cyes 





wero fixed on a light that burned from 
tho mast of a dahabiyeh. Other vessels 

dup; two or threo smallor 
Aahabiyohs and a steamer and a crowd 
of fcluccas, But it was on the riding- 
Tight of tho Cleopatra that the Greek’s 
eyes wero fixed. 

‘Thero wero many dahabiyehs on tho 
Nile, but the magnificent houseboat 
thatbolonged to Mr. Hilmi Maroudi, 
of Cairo, wes not to be mistaken; it 

as well known as tho Egyptian 
millionaire himself, from the Delta to 
the Cataracts, The jotty-black eyes of 
the Greck glittered as he stood at the 
macthead ight, and the shadowy shepe 
of the dahabiyeh beneath it, 

During the Jong sunny “days and 
starey ighis that they hed journeyed 
up tho Nile, Harry Wharton & Co. had 

ven no thonght to their enemy, and 
had, indeed, almost forgotten his 
existence. 

‘They knew that Kalizelos had been 
teken by, the police in Cairo to stand 
his trial for attempting the life of Mr, 
Maroudi; and thoy took it for granted 
that they were done with him. But for 
that, in fact, Sir Reginald Brooke 
would never have aliowed his school- 
boy charges out of his sight. 
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ost brushed pect 


Hit the Csiro prio beinct led tie 
roe bet pew of ‘eae 
reel 

desperate quest of the Golden Soarab 
had ‘mado him © fugitive. No doubt 
ral backshecch had 








scarab that bad 
days, to A-Menah, tho 
of the reign of Rameses the Second. 

No one looking at the Greek now 
would havo known him. ‘The handsome 
dlivo faco was darkened to the browa 
Of 8 desert Arab, and he wore the 
djubbah and turban of a native, and 
‘moustache and board. His djubbah was 
dingy, his turban dingier, his shoos 
tattered. looking af him would 
never have dreamed that ho was the 
handsome, Greek of Cairo; 
he looked like any” gno of the thousand 
nativo tout hangers-on 
show-places on tho Nile. 

Long the Greek stood in the 
thickening shadows of the tian 
night, staring at the dahabiyeh. On 
board that craft were the schoolboys 
from Greyfriars in far-of England, 
Peeioe of tho" goldes“beols—the 
possessor 2 ° 
mysterious Soarabous of A-Menah. 

‘Not for a moment did Mauly boliero 
the strange old tale that the Golden 
Scarab could guide its possessor. to the 
Jong-lost treasure of the reign ‘of 
Ramesos—the wonderful diamond called 
tho Bye of Osiris, which A-Menah had 
brought home ' from Syria threo 
thousand years ago. 

But tho Grosk believed it 


possessed 
ich maa tainly it had 
Sov cnetiod “ean while tx’ Manly 

















to be 
thousands of ‘other scarabs that 
heen picked up in the dead cities of 
Egypt. ‘Tho inscription on it, in the 
ancient picture-writing, told that it had 
bolonged to A-Menah, the soldier of 
Rameses, but it told nothing more. 
Tho juniors knew that Kalizclos had 
read tho secret of the scarab in an 





to imag 
over it was, tho Greok know it,’ and it 
had onusod him to risk liberty ‘and lifo 
in seeking to lay hands on tho scarab. 
Kalizelos moved away from tho colon- 
nado at last, and wont down to the 
bank of the river in the deep shadows, 
Undor tho bank lay. small boat, with 
two Arabs in it, evidently waiting for 
him, “Had the juniors seen them, they 
would have recognised Yussef, the 
hawk-faced Arab, and Hamza, the man 
with the scarred face. |” Kalizelos 
muttered a word or two in Arabic, and 
stepped into the boat, and the two Arabs 
pushed off into the shadowy Nile. 
‘Hardly a sound was mado as they 
tooled the small, light skiff under the 
stern of the Clecpal 
id down his oar, 


‘Yussef silent 
and held on to the dahabiyeh. Kalizelos 
rose to his feet end looked up. 

‘There wero no lights to be seen. Tho 
balcony was deserted, dark under its 
awning, and there was no one on the 
upper deck. The Nubian sailors were 
forward on the lower deck, which at 


in bys 
ie aes 8 
id. on, Hamza, the 




















while Yusef 


‘Backsheesh works 


fd Bunter at all, ho would havo sup; 
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searyed man, gave tho Greek @ helping 


‘as eat, the Grook climbed, 


At 
with the help of the scarred. Arab, from 
below. 






the Arabs waited in silence. 

Standing in the balcony, the Greek 
bent his head and listened for a few 
moments. All was silent and still. 

He stepped across the balcony to ono 
of the doorways that gave access to 
tho saloon of the dahablych. 

‘Tho doorway was closed by, lattioed 
shutter, which was fastoned, but it did 
not stop tho Greek for long. In a. 
couple of minutes the shutter was oped, 
and the Greek stepped silently into the 
saloon. 

Kalizelos knew tho interior of the 
















bring curios an 
inspection of Mr. Hilmi Maroudi, who 
tad once bese cng. of An” bes 
customers. With hardly a pause, tho 
Greek groped his way across the saloon 
to tho open doorway beyond, where a 
short passage led into the diting-room, 
beyond which woro tho slecping-rooms. 

Softly, stealthily, he stepped into the 
ining-roor, and groped his way across 

‘Ho pausod suddenly. 

‘There was only tho palest: glimmer 
of starlight, from one window, wh 
tho shutter "had not been closed, 
‘could sco nothing. But it seemed to 
hhim that ho had caught a breath in the 
silence. 

Ho listened intently. 

But thero was nosound, and 
groped entitle dreaming. that 

iingy djubbah’s lose folds almost 
brushed against a figure that stood 
rooted with terror in tho darknoss, 
cok had thought of Billy 














that tho fat schoolboy was fast aslooy 
Tike the other A es 


But he yas not thinking of Billy 








Buntor. was thinking of Lord 
Mauleverer, ‘and tho’ Golden. Scarab, 

Soft ly, ho passed ‘out 
into t fond. tho. dining 





ness was intense. 
‘he paused once moro to li 
No sound broke tho stiliness. 
On. the forward deck, tho orow: wore 
sleeping under their awning; the black 
servants woro in their rooms asleop; tho 
schoolbovs stunbered. ‘The Greck’s eyes 
littored in the dark like a cat's, Ho 
wad failed many times—at Greyfriars 
School it Naples, ab 
Alexandria, at Cairo, at the Pyramids— 
‘again and again he, who alone knew the 
secret of the scarab, had failed to soizo 
it—but this time he would not fuil. 
Success, at last, was within his grasp. 
He moved again, softly, stealthily as 
a cat. He opened a door, and pee: 
in. ‘Tho steady breathing ‘of a sleeper 
reached his ears. A tiny clectrio torch 
Jimmered out from his hand, but it 
iid not turn on the sleeper. | It glim- 
red on a suitcase that boro. the 
initials “HE. W.”; that was enough for 
him. He shut off the light, stop; 
back from the room, and closed the door 
as soundlessly as ho had opened it. 
‘Another door was softly opened; 
again he heard tho steady breathing of 
‘asleoper; again the tiny beam of light 
showed him that it was not Lord 
Mauloverer’s room, and he closed the 
door without a sound. 
‘A third door was opened, and the 
beam of light told a different tale, On 
tho dressing-table 8 silver-backed brush 


‘Theto 
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‘Hassan hurled the door suddenly open and leapt into the room. As he did so, Kalizelos spun round from the bedsidé 


dagger, which a moment before had been pressed to Mauloverer’s throat, Sashing in the 


the schoolboy earl, while the Greek snarl 


limmered in the beam, and showed the 
letter “M.” 

Kalizelos stepped into tho room, and 
closed the door behind him. ' Ho 
‘stopped to the bedside, 





‘Mauleverer slept soundly. 

For soveral scconds the Greok stood 
yatching him. Porhaps it was fortunate 
for Maulevoror that he slept soundly, 
and showed no sign of waking. ‘Tho 
Grook, satisfied at last, “turned a 
from him. Mauly’s clothes lay where 
he had tossed them carolossly ono 
chair and a divan. At home, at 
Mauleveror ‘Towers, Mauly’s clothes 
wero looked aftor bj 

but on the trip to w 
travelling without his man, and bi 
lordship ‘was rather careless with his 
expensive garments, With the tiny 
torch glimmering in'his hand, Kalizelos 
roceeded to search the pockets of 

wuloverer’s clothes—casting every now 

and then a catlike glance of vigilance 
at tho sleoping schoolboy. 

But ho did not find the Golden Scarab. 

He had no doubt that it was in Lord 
Maulevorer’s room on board the da- 
habiyah, It was not likely that it had 
been left behind in Cairo. But after 
his sovoral_nazrow cseupos of losing the 
ancient amulet of A-Sonah, no doubt 
‘Mauleveror had coased to carry it in his 
pockets. Kalizelos threw the clothes 
aside at, last, and began to search tho 
cabin, his stealthy glances turning from 
momént to moment on the sleeper’s 
calm and untroubled face. 

‘The Greok’s tocth sot savagoly. 

Thoro was & groat deal of bag; 
tho cabin. Lord Mavloverer 



























sage in 
‘not 






Mauly’s “man,” 
jaypt Mauly wes © 





travel light. It was a long task to 
search the various bags and suitcases, 
and all tho time ‘scarab might be 
under Mauleverer'’s pillow, or perhaps in 
the care of some ot member of the 
party. Kalizelos knew that it had been 
in Wharton’s keeping on the steamer, 
though Mauleverer had takon charge of 
it again aftor tho attack on Wharton, 
whioh had almost cost him his li He 
‘ceased tho vain search at last, and stood 
beside the schoolboy earl’s bed, and 
looked down at him with Ing eyes. 
‘From under his dingy djubbah he drew 
dagger nd sot the tiny electrio torch 
on the dressing-table, placed for its 
beam to fall on the sleeper’ 

‘Thon he touched the sleeping junior. 

Lord Mauleverer awakened. 

“Silence, my lord!” With tart of 
amazement, Mauloverer recognised the 

reok’s soft, musical voico in the dark- 
the same moment he felt 
int of the ‘dagger at his 
lence, Lord Mauleverer !” 

breathed Mauleverer. 

‘The beam of light on his face showed 
it startled and dismayed. But it showed 
no trace of fear there. After the Bret 
moment of amazement Maulevorer. was 
colm, Zod cool ss spre ve wee no 
morement. ‘The point of the dagger 
simoct pierced bis akin, and ha bnew 
that there was # desperate hand behind 
it. He peered in the darkness at the 
shadowy figure of the Greek. 

“I ecem to, know your, voice.” His 
tones were quite placid. “You're Kali- 
zelos, I fancy. What?” 

“You know me!” breathed the Greek. 
{Nekya word above a whisper, my 
lord I” 

“Oh, quite! What are you doin’ out 
of chokey?” asked Mauleverer. 

“Where is the scarab, Lord Maule- 
verer?” ‘The dagger-pdint pressed & 

































“Oh gad 1” murmured 





little harder. “The scarab—or death! 
‘This time you will not escupo mo, Your 
life’ js ia” my hands!” Give mo. the 





searab—or dio!” 

From the darkness the Grock’s voice 
game like tho hiss of a snake. Lord 
Maulovoror drow a long, doop broatth, 
but be did not speak. 








THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 
Bunter Does His Best! 


B 


hoart almost dying wi 
farments of the unseen intruder brushed 










3, 
But bo had 
silence, without 
schoolboy was there. 

‘Bunter did not atir. 

Ho, feared to make tho slightest 
sound. 

‘Yhe unseen intruder had gone alon; 
to the sleeping-reoms, and Bunter dare 
not make a movement that might draw 
him back. 

‘Minute followed minute, Cold perspi- 
ration trickled down Billy Bunter’ 

odgy back. But the silence reassured 

jim at lest. 

‘Who was it thet had passed him in 
the darkness? Some Arab, thief, in 
quest of ‘loot om the millionaire's 

chabiyeh? “But tho, man had passed 
through the stern saloon, where thore 
were many objects of great value, and 
had not, stopped there. He had’ gono 
on, to the bed-rooms, where there was 
Tisk of s sleeper awakening, and little 
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jassod on. in stoalthy 
wing that the fat 





10 


a the way of loot ‘Tho fat. Owl 
alisod that it, was not some thief of 
‘ixor who had stolen on board tho 
fahabiyoh. 

Tt was the Golden Scarab that the 
inseen man was seeking. Kalizclos, the 
Jreok, was in prison at Cairo when the 
Sreyféiars party started on their voyage 
10 Nile. But he had many agonts, 
thd it was ono of them who, was now 
mm board the Cleopatra. Or—tho further 
hough flashed into Buntor’s seared mind 
perhaps the Greek was free again and 
¢ was Konstantinos Kalizolos. himsalf 
who had brushed by in tho darkness. 
That thought mado Bunter shudder with 
peng, 30" deep was his terror of the 

For the Golden Searab Bunter did not 
vere two straws. Indeed, moro than 
yoo he had advised Mauly to lot the 
Brook have it at the price ho had 
>fferod. ‘That, in Bunter’s opinion, was 
ihe sensible ‘thing to do Certainly 
Buntor would not havo run'the slightest 
‘sk to save tho Scarab of A-Menah 
from the hands of the man who sought 
it go desperately. But. he was. well 
hwaro that Muuly took a different view, 
Aa ho stood there, shivering with fun 
Bunter’ knew, ‘as plainly ae if ho ha 
soap him that Stealthy intruder wos 
ooking Lord Maulevoror’s zoom, that 
Sooner or Tater ho ‘would pick it out, 
and. then— 

Billy Buntor movod at last. 

Doath hung over Maulovorer in the 
darkness, and silence, and he knew 
Evon Billy Bunter could not leave it 
vt that! 

But what was ho todo? 

He dared not call qut. If it was the 
rock, or if it was Yussef or Hamza, 
hoover it was, tho wrotch would rate 
Billy. Bunter’ 




















































attention to himself was 
siblo—to Bunter, at last, 
fo thought of getting ou on tho 
‘tern balcony and ‘climbing thence to 
‘ho upper deck. But. it immediately 
deourred to his fat mind that 
ruder could hardly have como 
fo must havo had assistaneo to clamber 
up over the stern, In that caso his 
sonfederates wero in a boat undor the 
Baleony'; perhaps on the balcony. itself. 
Buntor dared not take a stop in that 
direction, 

But the only gther way. 


my 








to holp lay 





by the passagethe way the unseen man 
find gone. Bunter dragged himself to 
the Gown tho mide 






8 
tomed to the dark by this tim 
sould make out that, tho 








telling which! In | thoso 


very 
aomonts Lord” Mauloverer’s life hung 
ay a thread. 

‘That thought spurred gn the shudder- 


ing fat Owl. Ho took his cour: 
doth hands, as it were, and tip 
the passage. With thumping heart, 
aut without a sound, he crept. along, 
ind as he camo by the door of Lord 
Mauleverer’s room he heard the faintest 
Mauleverer, 
but someone 
















teart gave a jump, i 
His first thought hed been to enter 
ine of the rooms and wake Wharton or 
3ob Cherry. But he was too terrified 
isk alarming the midnight intruder 

ay_making a sound. 

‘He crept on to the end of the passage. 
‘Tor Maoner Lasnany.- No. 12. 








lifo no higher than w hi 
‘To call for help and draw Me 








the canvas 


er, oroaked. 
from his dry throat. 

‘Ho heard a stirring of the sailors. 

A feint light glimmered. Brown, 
startled faces peored at Bunter from 
‘the shadows — dark, grave faces of 
Nubians, 

“Hassan ” 

“Noble gentleman!” came the voice 
of the dragoman. Hassan came out of 
the shadows, staring at the fat school- 


boy. 

Bunter caught his arm. 

The terror in his face made Hassan 
staro blankly. 

*Staulorercr ” groaned Bunter, 
and help him! Kalizek 

bras started. 
pie hae Oa 
said. “Yes, 
in a prison!” . 

“There’s somebody—in Mé 
room. Kalizel ‘or one of 
Quick !” breat Bunter. 

“On my head be it, sari” 
‘Hassan. 

Ho picked up his stick and went down 
the steps into the passage. At a mur- 
mured word. in’ Arabio one of the 
Nublans followed him with the glimne 
ing lamp. 

Billy Bunter stood in the doorway, 
following thom with his eyos—not with 

fat person! "Whother the. men’ in 
wileverer’s cabin was the Greek, or 
‘one of his gang, Bunter did not want 
to get to clos quarters with him, ‘That 
was up to Hassan, the son of Suleiman, 


“Go 





leverer’s 























Although the jt 

of it, Mr. Maro . 

to ensure Hassan’s good faith. There 

was a great reward awaiting Hassan if 

fo waichedfithully over the safety of 

# royfriars party, im 

Nengeance if ho faifed it his trust. © 
The dra trod softly along the 
saree, tho stick grasped io bis ban: 


jchind him followed the silont-footed 
‘Nubian with the lamp. ; 

Billy Bunter ‘watched them, with a 
faco like chalk, 

‘Hassan reached Lord Mauloverer’s 
door, and there paused to listen. Pos- 
sibly’ ho doubted whether Bunter might 
not have been the victim of a nig! 





murmur of & yoice—so low that, even 
the dragoman’s ‘ears coul 

catch the words, But tho tones of that 
Xoiee wore familiar to him, and he know 
that it was the soft, musiesl voice of the 





Irneis Mauleverer’e throat, fashed in the lig 





is gang! of 
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER, 
‘Mauly Means Business ! 
ALIZELOS spun round from the 


The dagger, which moment 
before had "been. 


10 
he 
of the lamp held by the Nubian outside 
the “doorway. 

“Oh gad!” murmured Mauleverer: 

A, sat broko “trom the Gresko 

of savage rage, as the dragoman 
leaped at him with whirling stick. 
ith a sudden spring ho escaped the 
blow, which barely missed him. | Then, 
with’ another spring as swift, he hurl 
himeolf at Basson, tho dagger dashing 
loft. 

‘An upward swoep of, the stick caught 
the Greek’s arm as’ the’ blow led 
and tho daggor shot from his hand and 
‘lattered on the floor. 

In a fraction of a second Hassai 
struck again with the stick, and. this 
time it crashed on the head of Kalizelos, 

The Grook staggered and fell, 

Hassan leaped at tho fallen_man, 
Another moment, and the heavy stick 
would have crashed down on tho fallen 
ran's “head— probably” cracking” his 




















ull 
But Lord Mauleverer, plunging out 
f bod, grasped the drapoman's orm in 
time, and turned the blow asi ‘The 
ick crashed on the parquet of the floor, 
foot from the Greek. 
“Draw it mild, old boan !” yawned 
Maulovorer. 
Tho Greok, dazed and hal! 
struggled to’ rise, Hassan jammed a 
foot on him and crushed him to the 


floor again, 

“My noblo gentleman, 
that give him exoe 
knook,” said Hassan.“ 
him, Vas you 
language; 
English lor 

Lord M 














pormit, mo 
ingly hard 
r will, bash 
fey in your boautiful 
T will give ‘him what tho 

kybosh. “You” 
















ROS Hoyos. iitterin 
Tite's wild beasts, "Hassan ond Mout 
sort ‘grasped hin together, and, he 

rewied on the” floor, struggling 

espera’ 

“Come and lend a hand, you men” 
shouted Mauloverer. 

Hallo, hallo, hallo!” came the voice 
of Bob Cherry. 

‘The Famous Five hed already beon 
awakened. by the crash ‘of the Greck's 

it. ‘Thay crowded out of their rooms 
in startled emazement, 

‘the Nubian with the lamp stood aside 
for thom to. pass, and they erowaed into 
Mauleverer's room. They id not sto 

uestions. Five: paire of handy 





















laid on the struggling rascal, and 
was quickly reduced to helplessness. 
“Got him, "whoever ho, is!” gasped 
Wharton, “But what—who—" 
“It lly old Kalizelos!” yawned 


Lord Mauleverer. 
“What?” 

‘Tho juniors stared at the panting 
prisoner. ‘They had taken him for an 
Arab, But now that they looked at 
him closely in the light they gould make 
out tho handsomo, clear-cut features of 
the Greok under the brown stain. 

“Kalizelos!” exclaimed Nugent 














EVERY SATURDAY 


Ho looked at it, looked at the writhing 
Greok, and at Lord Mauleverer. 

Mauly was cool and collected, but the 
juniors knew now the fearful danger 
‘that had threatened him. 


“The awful scoundrel !” muttered 
Bob Cherry. 
“The esteemed and _ ridiculous 


rascal!” said  Hurrea Jamset Ram 


Bi 1 

“Mauls, old man—" 

“All serene, old tops!” said Lord 
Mauleverer. “It was gettin’ quite un- 
ploasant, though, when Hassan butted 
in, I believe I've got a scratch on the 
neck. I can tell you fellows thet that 
man Kalizolos is a sticker. He wants 
that jolly old scarab, and he won't be 
bapny he gots it. Hassan, old beat 
I'm frightfully obliged to you; but ho 
the merry thump did you know that tho 
‘sportsman had called on business at this 
time of night?” 
“The small 

















fat lord called me, 


save mny 


Has 
1 will just give 


gentleman.” 
“Life's cheap in Egypt!" grinned 
Bob ‘Cherry. , 
% thine we'll tie him, up, instoad,” 





“Yes, sar! 

Hassan called one, of the Nubians, 
‘and a rope was brought, With scientific 
thoroughness, the dragoman proceeded 
fo pind tho writhing Grook hand and 
foot. 

“Tt was Bunter who called Hassan !” 
said Bob Cherry, in amazement. “But 
‘what on earth was Bunter doing awake 
at this time of night?” 

Goodness knows!” P 
“Tt om be nearly midnight,” 
Harry. “How tho thump did that fat 
duffer happen to be awal 

“Oh, really, Wharton—” 

Billy Bunter blinked in at the door- 
way through his big spectacles. His 

















firat blink was at the Greek. 
“Got him safo?” he asked. ‘ 
“Safe as houses, old fat bean!” said 
Bob. “But what tho merry thump are 





yey doing out of bad? 
‘m_ hungry —> 
# Who. rae? 

“T never had any suppor, had I?” 
hogted Bunter, 





evorer. was up and rooting 
after grub—that’s how it was.” 














‘Oh, really, Mauly!” Bunter gave 
tho infuriated Greok another blink. 
“Sure you've got him safe? Put in 
fow more knots, Hassan! You can’t be 
too careful with a beast like that! I 
say, you follows, is it Kelizelost He 
looks like a nigger.” 

“It's Kalizelos,” said Harry. “He 
must have got on board somehow with- 
‘out giving the alarm——” 

“Lucky I was on the watch !” snorted 
Bunter. 

“On the watch for grub, do you 
mean?” 

“Ha, ha, 1 

“No, I don’t!” roared Bunter. “On 
the watch, looking after you fellows— 








ving ‘Maly. and. protecting him, 
‘hick is all T joined this parey for, a3 
you know. And all you fellows can do 


3 to keop a fellow without his supper 








roared Lord Maul- {9 


and cop him frightfolly bungey, be 
caus 6 nigger makes out that Y ‘gave 


him ‘e bad quid! As if Ta give 
nigger a quid!” Besi ‘was 
sated on me ‘at Beni Suof, as you 


now perfectly well.” 
“That reminds me,” said Rob. “We 
haven't kicked Bunter yet——” 

“Why, beast!” gasped 
Bunter, ‘with a backward jump through 
‘the doorway. “You—you- ‘sd 

“You're not goin’ to be kicked, old 
tng San ald Lord” Manlorarer 
“You’ jin’ to have some supper. 
Hassan, i('you've made that sportsman 
tafe, will you bo kind enough We. see 
that Bunter has some supper? Wake 
up the cook—he won't mind, if you give 
len somo. backshoosh.” 


“On head be it able lordship!” 
ance in mle li 


CRACK A JOKE 
and 
BAG A PENKNIFE! 
‘One of this week's useful 
soes to K. Clare, of 100, 


izes 
Hing 


irk Gardens, South Esling, W.5, 
who sent in the following rib- 
tickler. 


‘oked the vietien. 
GET BUSY, BOYS! 





Harry. “That rascal may not have 
come, alone! Tell the sailors to search 





‘The soarch was prompt; but it did 
not reveal the Greek’s confederates. At 
the first sound of alarm Yusscf and 
Hamza had pushed off from tho 
dahabiyeh, and the shadows of the Nilo 
had swallowed them. 
Lights gleamed on board tho Cleo- 
tra now. In the dining-saloon Billy 
junter sat at the table with a cheor; 
in on his fat face, and well-fil 
lishes within his reach. Now that the 
soare. was over, Bunter rememberod 
that he was hungry. ‘The fat Owl had 
been frightened out of his fat wits; but 
his courage revived at bound when 
there was no longer eny dan; 
Billy Boater was quite pl 
happenings of that wild night. 
escaped. tho kicking he deserx 














‘He had 
i Fred, and he 
is supper all the more 

‘He tucked into 


because of the delay. 





W 


the provender with immonso satisfac 
tion, and kept the cook busy for quit: 
a Tong time. 

. Hatry Wharton & Co. gathered agait 
in Mauleverer’s cabin where the Grool 
Jay on the foor, bound hand and foot 
and glaring up’ with oyes like a cage 


“T suppose: we'd bettor sond Hassar 
ashoro to call the police,” said Harey 
“Kalizelos will have to be handed ove: 
to them.” 
Lord Mauleverer shook his head. 
His lordship had been doing som 
thinking, and he proceeded to astonis! 
hi eles with to real of 
‘at all,” said Manly. 
police have had him once, and 











Slip. I don’t know how it strikes 
but I think this man Kalizelo: 
ous customer, Wakin 
fellow up at midnight, you know, Wil 
Shen's cheatin 
aitogethe! 
about thi: 


man Kalizelos. I'm goin’ to keop ar 
‘on hima.” 
“But you ean’t keep him here!” ex 
claimed Bob Cherry. 
Lord Mauloveror raised his eyebrows 
‘Why not?” he asked. 
“Te hylae if0,”” chuckle 
“Tho whyfulness is terrific,” chucklec 
Nabob of Bhanipur. 
‘But—" exclaimed Harry Wharton 
“My dear men, I've thought it out,’ 
plained Lord’ Mauloverer. | “This 
sportsman came aboard our craft with 
‘out bein’ asked. Ho can’t possibly 
have fancied, that wo wanted, him, 






















ceopin’, him 
‘And 0 
ho middle 
with @ dagger 
run 

“But what—" oxolaimed Nugent. 
“vo thought it all-out,” suid Maul 
weror cheortully. “That  sporteman is 
aftor tho scarab, because ho knows ite 
secret, whatover it is. Ho hasn't. tho 


Joust respect for, the 
Well, he's goin’ to 
ald socret. What’ 


ht of property. 
{ali me the jolly 
wweo for the Boos 
is sauce for the gandor, Ho's nsked for 
this, and now hos gettin’ it. 

Maulevoror turned to the Greck. 

“You catch on, old bean?” ho asked. 
“I'm not Jottin’” you havo the scarab, 
But’ thoro'e another way of ‘ 
your tooth. Instoad of you gotti 
fearab, I got, tho socrot, What 
Cough i up 

‘alizolos glared at him savagoly. 

“Fool!” he snarled. “Do you dram 
that T will toll you a secret worth 9 
quartor of million English pounds?” 


“Fooli” snarled the Greek, 























‘ake your id Mauleverer 
lacidly. ° “You've shoved yourself in 
fete whore you're not wanted, and now 





you're stayin’. I'm sorry I shall havo 
to keop you ticd up; you're a bit too 
dangerous to leave around loose, and 
Em afraid T coulda’ trust your parole. 

“Yes, sar!” 

“Bring some rugs and blankets for 
that johnny, and make him as comfort- 
ablo as you oan. Must be as consider: 

possible.” 
“Oh, sar! gasped the dragoman, 

“But, Mauly, old man—" exclaimod 
Wharton, 








2 


“He is gafe as « house, as you say in 


“That's all right, then, Good-night, 
7UGh, tay hat said Bob, 

Lord Maulevoror went beck to bed. 
‘The juniors stared at him. His oyes 





Nugent, with’ a laugh, 
‘And,” having examined the Greek’s 





‘THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 
‘The Prisoner of the Dahabiyeh ! 
OLLY old Thebes!” said Bob 


Ghorry. : 

MB Nilo glimmoced in, the 

morning sunshine, ‘The. Groy- 

friarg fellows wore broakiasting, waited 

fa by, audnows ‘Nubians ©” Hosea 

fovorgd sound like «highly coloured 
butcerdy. ‘ 

‘Bright and golden, tho Nilo fowed 

ie, moored dahabiyeh, And’ on 

of tho river of marvela, wide, 











ky of blue—tho sky of Egypt— 
‘on tho eastern bank. 

Boyond tho Nile on the westarn bank 
was tho Neotopolis of ‘Thebes—tombs 
tombs an 


te recently 
lish explorors.. though ¢ 
covered and plundered by carlior 
fers a thousand years bofore tho be- 
Ginning of tho Christian era. 
But it. w Luxor that tho 
juniors were glanci 













linked up through his bi 
spectacles as Bob Cherry mado 


romark, 
“Phobos !” rey Bunter, blin 
“Jolly old ‘Thobos said Bob. 
You silly ass!” said Buntor withor- 
bi Know about geo: 

‘Groeco I” 








“T'say, you follows, you are a lot of 
voramusos!” said Buntor  scornfully. 
“Don't you know that ‘Thebes is in 
Greoeot "Havon’t vou had it with old 

juelch in class? Haven't you heard of 

jpamminondas, and the rest of tho tosh? 
Fancy that silly ass thinking that 
‘Thebes is in Egypt” 

“Ho, ha, hal” 

“Blessed if T soo anything to cackle 
at!” snorted Bunter. “Tho bost thin 
‘you follows can do is to listen to mo an: 
‘get somo instruction, or you'll be as 
Jgmorant when you go back’ as when you 
started.” 

“You silly owl!” roared Bob. “That's 
‘Thebes ?? 














“Fathead!” said Bunter. “Horo, 
Hrssan 
“"Magnificont, ser!” answered the 


dragomtan, salgaming. 
Buntor jerked a fat thumb towards 
thg city on tho Nilo bank. 
“What's that show, Hassan? 
‘Wonderful and_atrooi= 
‘Gity | of Luxor,” 
“On, northern sido 
‘Still more fear- 








‘Luxor, sar. 
interesting 


ously 





fully intoresting.” 
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“4 told you s0, Cherry. Now shut 
up, and don’t display your ignorance!” 
said Bunter, with withering scora. 

howling ass!” said Bob. 
built on the sito of ancient 


“Luxor's 





‘Thebes romain horo to be seon by an 
$707" said Hasan. 


“Rats!” said Bunter. “You can’t 
gammon mo that Thebes was in 


Ey noble sar—" 
Bosh! 








A 
RECORD - BREAKING 
FREE GIFT SCHEME 


commences in 


THE MAGNET 
shortly. 


Howover, thoro they were, and that 
morning the Gregfriass fellows, ero 





ing. going to explore them. 


stuffs at 0 rate 
Nubian sorvants roll their eyes in 
wonder. Even somo of the sailors mado 
Pistexis fo come, slong, the dock and 

k at the small fot lord, who was 
apparently trying to create another 
famine in.Egypt. 

Even Moussa, the reis, who was o 
fave, man, with © face as exprossion: 
less as that of @ bronze image, turned 
his dark eyes on the small fat lord in 








‘The juniors went in from the balcony, 
the sound of tho steady champing ol 
Billy’ Bontor’s jaws following” them. 

‘Mauleverer. strolled along to his 
room. On the diven in that room sat 
Kalizolos, the Greek, bound hand and 








“City was called bo: 


so 
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‘was clear that he had mado up his noble 
mind on this subject. 

Kalizelos looked at tho juniors, bis 
black eyes burning like coals of fre. 
But his murderous fury did not affeot 
their choory spirits in any way. ‘The 
rascal’s teeth wore drawn 20 

“Good-mornin’, old bean!” said Lord 
Mauleverer politely. “I’ve called to 





hear that jolly old secret 

“Fool !" snarled Kalizolos. 

“Now, be reasonable,” urged his lord- 
ship amiably. “I never started this 
trouble. You'll admit that, Mr. 
Kallizolos ” 

“Fool 1” 

“I can't say I like your manners,” 


remarked Lord Maulevoror, While the 
chums of the Remove chuckled. “You're: 
really not the sort of chap we want on 
ard this boat, either. Let's come to 
busines, “You gout’ me up in a beast 
old tomb, tryin’ to get that scarab, 
me. One turn’ dosorves another. 
Accordin’ ‘fo your own story, you've 
found out the seorot of the scarab, and 
you won’t be happy till you get it. Well, 
and over the secret, my good man. Tb 
that jolly old scarab’ really can lead the 
may to tho Eyo of Osiris, as you seom 
to believe, cough it 1p!” You can seo 
for yourself that thats the only way of 
getting shut of you.” 

“Fool !" 


“You's repoatin, ourself, Mr. 
Kalizelor,” “said. Lord’ "Mauleverot 
gently. “If we're to continue this cone 
versation, I suggest that you put on & 
new record.” 














you. follows?” 
“Sort of ! chuckled Bob Cherry. 





“Well, we're goin’ to give him time 
~all the time he wants,” Lord 
Mauloyorer. “A judgo ought to havo 


yen him time poallye— 
Oita he he 





i nero he is, on our hands, and 

wo can’t let him loose, 60 we'll givo him 

time to think it over. Hassan |” 
Noble lord—" 

“Ty there a room on tho boat where 
this fellow an bo logked jn, safely? 
sked Mauleverer. “Can't keep him 

up like this—it’s eruolty to animals 
and one must bo kind even to wild 
animals.” 

Perhaps better, call pelicomans, 
sar—” suggested Hassan dubiously. 

“Perhaps botter do as you're told I” 
said Maulevorer gently. 

“Oh! Yes, sar! To hear is to obey * 
said Hassan, at once. “Here you are, 
lord, sar, “by order of tho great 
Maroudi |’ You give ordor, sar, and I 
execute him with tho promptness of o 
dispatch, as you say in English, sar,” 

“Get on with it, then.” 





























Hassan untied’ the Greck’s legs and 
jerked him to his feot. He led tho 
prisoner from tho room, Kalizolos grit- 
ting his teeth with rage. ‘The Greek 
had counted on possible 





sible arrest, when he crept 


dahabiyeh in tho night. But he had 
not counted on this. 
Handed over to the police, he had 


ite ‘doubt that backsheesh would 
seo him through again. But it was ver 
doubtful whethor backsheesh woul 
help him on board the Cleopatra, where 
all were devoted to the Greyfriars party, 
by tho order of Mr. Hilmi Maroudi. 
fassan, the dragoman, had once taken 
his bribes, to betray his “lordly gentle- 
men”; but that was before Hassan was 
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“Oh lor t 


dusty track, “Stop, you beast 1" 


aware that they wore under the proteo- 
tion of Maroudi. Sinoo he ha 
yarned by the Egyptian millionaire, the 
"faithful Hassan” had become faithful 
indeed, 

‘Tho juniors w 
undor many obli 
—but they nover dreamed of the extent 
of tho Egyptian million o 
of how much they owed to 

Hassan led tho prisoner to a small 
room farthor along the passage. W: 
rough shove, ho sont bim tottering in, 
and the Greek tripped and fell on the 
floor, panting with rage. 

“Gently does it, Hassan!” said Lord 
“Untio his hands.” 

















‘Maulever 






the Greek jumped back from it. 

“Better take it quietly, Mr. Kali- 
zelos,”  drawled Lord Maulever 
“This isn’t a luxurious cabin, but 
better than the tomb you shut mo up in, 
by Jovel Look the shutter over the 
window, Hasssn—oan't have him yowl- 
yng to his friends on the Nile, Tell the 
‘Nubians to bring him some food. The 
door's to be kept locked, and s man 
set, to watoh it. Got that?” 

“On my head be it!” sai 
‘tho Greek panted. 











“Why uot?” ho asked. 

“My. magnificent lord do as want,” 
grinned Hassan. “Be silent, son of tea 
thousand pigs! Sar, all shall be as your 
greatness say! Ahmed shall watch this 


Yarooop !"” roared Bunter, sw! 
‘Thug! Thud | 


been Ne 





ud! The camel heeded 
tattoo as it thundered on, 


fever, sar! 
‘Tutankhamen in his tomb!” 
When the juniors prepared to go 
ashore, the Greek was safoly locked in 
the prison-room, and Ahmed, a black 
Nubian, squatted on a mat outside the 
‘door to’ keop watch and ward. 
Konstantinos Kalizelos was left pacing 
his confined quarters like a tiger ino 
cage. | Whether Lord Mauleveret 
method of dealing with the scoundrel 
was strictly in accordance with the law 
‘was rather doubtful; but andoubtedly 
it, was the only way of keoping the 
schoolboys’ enemy out of mischief. And 
‘a2 Mauly was impervious to argument 
‘on the subject, the Famous Five had to 
Teave it at that. ; 
‘Thoy went ashore in Luxor in cheery 

















spirits, and soon forgets all about the 1 
yeh. 


Prisoner of the dahal 





THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 
An Ass and a Camel! 
“ HAT about « cart” 
WW SE oe 
“I’m not riding @ donk 


Bunter spoke firmly. 
felt that it wag timo to be firia. “ 
igyptian 


don't like 


ai 





fou Bunter. “I 
tell you, I won't ride s doukey, and 
that’s fiat! So there !”” 

“Fine and most excelle.t donkey, 
sar,” said Hassan, 

“You shut up!” snorted Bunter. 











the camel as it thundered along the 


of 
him not, its hoofs beating an inoessant 





you duffer—” said 





ry Wharton. 
T hate donkeys !” roared Bunter. 
Billy Bunter had reason to dis 
that modo of conveyance, so genoral in 
fho land of Egypt He could hardly 
havo counted the donkeys ho had fallen 
off on tho banks of tho 
“Oh doar!” said Bob. “This isn’t 
the time to toll us about your family 
troubles, old fat man!” 











“Ha, ‘ha, ha!” 
“L'il ride a camel if you like! I 
won't, ride a donkey! You soe,” 


explained Buntor, “I'm a riding man! 
‘You fellows can’t ride! You stick on 
those donkeys like so many sacks of 
coke. And, I can tell you, you look 
‘a dashed Bank Holidey crowd on your 
dashed donkeys! Get me camel, 





ssa.” 
“You'll fall off a camel, same,as off 0 
donkey—and it's farther to fall” Harry 
Wharton, pointed out. 


paren 
lordly sar—” urged 










camel |” 

“Oh, get him a camel,” said Lord 
Mauleverer. “Any old thing for a 
guict life. Wo shall nover got to 


Karnak at this rate.” 

Tt was easy enough to engage » camel. 
There woro plenty of camels at Luxor. 
Hassan called in Arabio to an acqusint- 
anco—Hessan seemed acquainted with 
everybody slong the Nilo—and a camel 
‘was led up for Bunter. 

Harry Wharton & Co. mounted on 
donkeys, like most tourists who rode out 
from Luxor to the ruins of Karnak. 
‘They were quito satisfied with donkeys, 

(Continued on page 16.) 
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(Continued from page 13.) 


No doubt that was due to tho fact that 
they could ride them; whereas Bunter 
‘was likely to pitch over the head or the 
tail at es at aston 

he Keyptian, donkey” io a patient 
animal, aad 0 long-sufloring * akimals 
But oven the’ most "patent, of ‘aswcs 
seemed rather worried when Bunter got 
on his back. Bunter was a rather n= 
common weight, and. when he was 
mounted his mount always scemed 

ther keen to drop him by the wa; 
side at the fir H oPportunity. 

But even Billy Bunter’ woight was 
nothing to a camel. And Bunter had 
no doubt that ho could ric camel. 
‘He never had any doubt that he could 
do anything, until ho came to do it. 

Boa gamely sat ad's in 


Hatean 

ent lem 
nd old th as 
Mhichonlynincty-nino gro known to mon, 
‘Tho camel, in his wisdem, has found out 
ihelhungst are unk to humor. 

lense the scornful sheer of snperiorit 
with which the camel regerds the human 
race, 

‘This particular camel looked more 
aneoring! and rcornful than most camels, 
find tho Famous ive had an impression 
that he, wan rather a. cross tampered 
boast. “Sti he was tall and steoug, aad 
‘equal to Bunter's uncommon avoird 
fied eealy it was cruel imal to 
jand Bunter on'a smal an, donkey, 
So the,fat Owl was allowed to have his 
own way. 

"At "word from Ibrahim, tho camel 
kool to" receive hi Torah 


to anim 


er 

Ts sda cam 
o' ide ca 

here,” said ‘Bunter. > Te? Camel 
the first time a donker 
ing a camel,” explained 


to stay kneoling all the morning. 
‘Tue Maoxer Lasnany.—No. 1,282. 


* swuny 


is, AN 


Thrahim grunted to the camel ‘and 
flicked him withthe camelstick. The 
‘uadroped. reared up, and there’ w 


roar from Bunter, 


2a nt tatoo 
caine! on for his life, 
Goce the Gamel bad started to. rise it 
Scemed to Bunter that he would never 
Mop. He rose and rose and rose, ‘With 

fot junior ‘clinging ‘wildly to" his 


"Oi crikey ! Oh erumbs!_ Hold mo!” 
howled. Buster. “Lm fall 


his long neck and stared 
at Bunter. His sneer was more pro- 
homneed than ever he 

rahim gave ® jerk at the rope, 
tho camel ceased to stare at Bunter, 
started. Billy Bunter swung to port, and 
swung to stazboard, and swung fore and 

ait. Ho blinked with terror at 

the distance to the ground. At that 
moment he’ wished that ho. had. been 
satisfied with the patient ass; it was 
shorter fall if he tumbled off. But he 
was for it now, and he clung on with 
both hands, gasped end splattered, and 
hoped for the best. 


t. The 
camel's motion was decidedly jerky ; and 
Banter geomed to bo playing at cup-and- 
ball in the saddle. But he remained in 
the saddle, at least; and. there was. no 
doubt thal he was Eotter mounted than 

he other fellows, so far as speed went. 
‘The Famous Five and Lord Mauleverer 
had to go all out to keep up with the 
trotting camel, . 

‘The donkey-boys ran behind, whack- 
ing vith their sticks and howling to the 
donkeys. With a clatter of hoofs, tho 
Grositiace party went swinging down 
the road to Karnak. a G 

Billy Bunter was ahead, with Ibrahim 
running and holding the  camel-rope. 
Bunter's first thought had been to teli 

driver to sheer off wad loavo 
him to ride on his own. ‘But now that ho 
was aboard the camel, he decided to let 
Ibrahim go on leading. him. 
thoughts wero best. Perched high on the 
‘camel's hump, Bunter realised that ho 
‘could no more contro} his mount than he 
could have controlled a runaway motor- 
gar. But for Ibrahim’s grip on the lead- 
ing-rope, that camel might havo carried 
Bunter off to the Red Sca or to the 
Desert, had tho spirit moved 


Once settled in the saddle, however, 
and with Ibrahim leading, Bunter 
four Bab col be posted and geaed as 
was fot, and he panted and gasped as 
he ran,’ his brown face streaming with 
perspiration in the hot sun of Egspt. 
at, however, did not matter to 
Bunter. Consideration for others, or 
concern for their troubles, had ‘never 

been one of Bunter’s weal z 
wells blinked round at the denkey-riders 
‘Tsay, you fellows! Buck up!” he 
galled out.” “I shall be leaving sou 
behind on those mokes! Ho, he, be!” 
Crack!” Crack! Crack!" rang. tho 
sks. In “bunch 


behind the tall camel. 
“TN wait for, at Ke 
mele ce as aes 
tape shone salto 





‘Second 1s 


THE MAGNET 


Bunter was growing more and moro 
eonddent. 

‘The motion of the camel rather ro- 
semibled that of # Cuannel steamer in 
Foughses, But Biter found that he could 
Stick on. ‘Tho cemel looked rather 
Supereflious beast; but he wes giving no 
rouble, except that he seamed to tant 
fo go" faster than brahim. ‘Bunter 
tended ‘Rimutf "ab riderand hs 
experiences with the Egyptian donkoys 
{ial not cured him of that fanoyi Teoras 
Bunter’s way to jump, ab a bound, inte 
orer-eonfilenon, On second thoughts he 
fad allowed Ibrahim to feud the carmel. 
Gn. third ‘thoughts he decided ‘at be 
as nob. going’ to, be lod along’ i 
Eellow ‘wi couldn't ride! 
jE Minkod down a 

You cam let go!” he exlled out, 

Thrahimm looked up et nine 

BUG got capped ante 

©. rope, carnal ho 
brah # 


















the panting fat 








answered 
Bunter, “You cn tell those. fellows, 
when they come up, if they ever do—he, 
he, he—tell them Yl] wait for them at 
Karnak. Let go erica sii 

Yes, sar!” esped Ibrahim, relioved, 
but doubtful. 








and he 


“gee'd ” up! Once he wa 
released by his master, the camel knew 
perfectly well that ho had pathing to 
fear from ,the rider on his inimp. 
Camels are” sa and. that 
had aro, 








tecond was all that was required, once 
the camol was released, for Bunter to 





roared Bunter, 
jingle second. 
‘him back! 


after the 
Gorrold 


“Help!” 





of that 
of him! Hold Stop 
$Whooop ; 

Bot Tbrehim hardly heard him—bo 
wat far behind. “AnyRow, he could not 
Fave ‘helped. ‘The’ camel was going 
strong scar GapaaneeHteh 

rahe, mopping his persising brow 

with a fold of his dingy djubbab, gasped 
toa halt, ‘The road to. Karak wos 
ones Jined on both sides, with hundreds 
Of sphinses, most of which he 

aed in the course’ of the 

iat hore and there a sphinx still crops 
up by the side of the ancient road, 

Thrahim gasped his way to the nearest, 
aad.sat on it and mopped bi tro with 
fhe teil of his djubbah and blinked after 
Banter. Ibrahim was wrell aware that 
that camel was an obstinate and bad 
fompered camel ; ‘but it would hi 
haved iteelf-so long as ite master’ 
was on the he ‘But th 








Ee 










ing to the inward: 
ness of its own nature. Its heels could 
baraly be seen for dust as it weot up the 
road,” Tbrahim sat on the sphinx’ and 
‘Walch i diopen 

Bunter would have given much to do 
the same. "But Bunter was on the camel; 
and everywhere that camel went, Bunter 

Ss sure fo g0! He rocked to and fro-at 
2 terrifying height from the ground, 
Holding on for his fat life and yelling for 
help. “Other passengers on “the “road 
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stared at him. Arabs gave him gravo 
stares; negroes cackled with laughter. 
‘An American tourist hurriedly snap- 
shotted him with » camera, Buntor 











“Help! "Yarooop!” roared 
‘you fellowe-—-whooop 1” 
“But Harry Whatton & Co, were out of 
sight bokind, | A' motorcar’ whined by, 
with a loud honking, and the came 
Twetved and reared “and enorted. He 
Gl not oem to ike cars, Bunter twang 
ta and he qwung fro; and nearly pita 
off. “Somehow he clung on, sprawling 
over the high saddle’ and ‘clutching 
wildy at ghe camel's ary. neck. 

‘A Good Samaritan on the toad jumped 
atthe camel to stop him, ‘The eamol 
worved sway and” thundered into 
ity rack ‘That led away from. 
right of tho road. rad told the 




















‘Bunter 


‘other follows that ho would wait for Yi: 


thom at Karnak. But ho was not head- 
ing for Karnak now. Ho was heading 
for the Red Sea—if he had only known 
it, Still, as the Red Sea was about 
sevonty miles distant, it was to be hoped 
that Bunter would not arrive there, 

‘Thud! Thud! hud! 

‘Tho camel’s hoofs beat an incessant 
tattoo on the dusty road. Once off tho 
main road, there was little traffic, and 
no, help for Bunter. 

“Stop, you beast” shricked Bunter. 

“Tho camel showed no sign of stop- 
ping. 

Egyptian, fellahoon,, morking in the 
fields, looked up at Billy Bunter, and 

past, 


stared after him as he flow 


‘Peasants carrying burdens on: tho Tosd 
lodged out of tho way of tho exmel, and 


turned to stare till it vanished, 
village, appeared in view, and 
skinned children, ducks. and geese and 
fowls scattered’ frantically» out of 
Buntor’s way. Brown mon stared at 

3 brown women peored at hit over 

hmaks. Bunter flow on, | He 
ugh tho village, and thundered 
‘on past nn orango plantation, 

Red, ripe oranges, glistened in the 
fun on, the trees, without getting 
glance from Bunter. Even eatables had 
No appeal for him now. Ho rocked on 
long tho, rows of, orange-trecs, © An 
‘Arab appeared in tho road ghead, and 
shouted and brandished a stick at tho 
camel. Tho camel did not stop. He 
sworved suddenly in a new direction. 

‘Phat sndden swerve did it! 

Bunter flow 1 
‘Tho camel 




















still goi 





1g strong, thun: 
Billy Bunter 


foll—and 
He found 
with oranges 
.. And the roar 
right havo boon 
ile to the Red 


dored on without a rider. 
crashed | 

Branches, broko hi 
broko tho branches. 








Sea. 
“"Yarooooooh !” 


HE NINTH CHAPTER. 
‘Where is Bunter ? 


“ ALLO, hallo, hallo” 
rh “That's Bunter’s keeper !” 
“But, where's Bunter?” 
“And the jolly old camel?” 
Harry Wharton & Co. rcined in the 
donkeys. Sitting by the roadside, dusty 
‘and dismal, squatting on a d 
sphinx, was Ibrahim, tho camel-owner. 
‘ith the tail of his djubbah he was stili 
mopping bis dusty brow, 
great drops of | perspiration, 
Shums, of Greyfriars came trotti 
‘Tho juniory” finding tho "cam 
there, looked round for the camel aod 
its rider, but nothing was to be seon of 
either, ‘They had» doubted whether 











sd The  donkey-boys 


Hunter would have good fuck on that 
camel. Now they no longer doubted, 

Tor he. roadside 
sphiox and salasmed to. tho donkey 
Hdere ae. tney” ated “in "a “buneh, 
Hassan spoke to him in Arabic, and 
Torebim “answered in that tongue at 
great ‘and ‘with considerable 
Smphasia. ‘The ‘camel-aan was 
cbylounly” exited about something. 

*"Gentlemanly lords,” said the ‘Grago- 
man, “him say small, fat, lordly gentle- 
man’ ride away on a’ caniel_at ‘gigantic 
speed, and i seen n0 more.” 

“lo must have gone on to Karnak,” 
anid Harry. 

*Tpramaita think him Jose,” answered 
Hassan cheerfully. "Think him tun 
away from s road and nover come beek 
at any fimo whatever, ‘Think small, fat 
{ord fall off s camel ‘and break a neck. 

Torahim ‘want ‘pay for s 














my bat!” 
Jpniors stared up the road to; 
‘arnak. A tall column showed 


‘Tho 





hoped that 

Tbrabim waved excited hands, and 
talked Arabic. Evidently ho was vory 
anxious about his camel. ‘Translated by 
Hassan. ho explained, with volublo 
‘earnestness, that that camel was a vory 
precious camel. Such a camel was not 
to bo equalled among all the camo 
from tho Red Sea to Morocco, Tt w: 
his, means of livelihood, his favourite 
and his pot, his father and 
and sister and brother; in fa 
family. Tt was a camol that ho would 
not have, lost for uncounted piastres. 
But now it was lost, and only backshoesh 
on a liboral alo could sot the matter 
ight. 

‘on thousand pisstres was, nocording 
to Ibrahim, a low estimate of the valuo 
of that precious camel, but, being « 
particularly honest mon, ’ and an 
example to all camel-drivers in that 
respect, he would only ask tho English 
































lords for that sum. — ‘This would’ re- 
imburse him for the material loss, but 
leave his griof at the loss of the camel 





unessaaged.. Bot 
could be ad free of charg 
Hassen translated all this, and moro. 
iy: Ibrahim’s concern was whol 
for tho camel. Ho was not thinking of 
Bunter. 
“fen, thousand piastres je » hundred 
pounds” said Whacton. "Tl hen tg 
to sloop and dream again, Hasvan.” 
aSue roared Trahise “You pay 
es! Fat person, tar, 
he tell me lot go's camel He take 
away 0 camel. {love « camel. Tams 
fun Sy see, T ama win You pay 
“fell him he's gone to find Bunter, 
Hassan, and never mind about. tho 
camel said Bob Cherry. 
‘Hassan put this into ‘Arabic, and the 
offect on ‘tho camel-driver was quite 
Htartling ‘Ho ‘waved his hands) he 














for o camel! 
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aati gthsely amback | ment the 
lonkoy-slicks, and the pai on. 
ec Thoms wbishea Tere sin ees 
his bands and roaring. Whether that 
Lonest_man really believed thet his 
‘camel was lost the Juniors did not know, 
But they thought it improbable, Tt was 
much more. probable that he had 
scented wealth in the party, and wanted 
to annex’ some of It. Anyhow, the 
matter of the eamel could be dealt with 
lator. At present they wero anxious 
about Bunter, 

Shrieks in Arabio followed them from 
Ibrahim. 

ae 
asked Harry. 

‘Hassan grinned, 

“He say he take five thousand pisstres 
for that” most excellent camel, 88, 





ho saying now, Hassan?” 








which is lose.” f 
isspriee is goming down,” grinned 
Bob Cherry. “Let him rip! By tho 


time wo got to. Karnak it may be quito 
© ghoap camo)” 





to bo seen of Bunter. 
iow, whero's that fat frump?” 
asked Johnny Bull, 

“Goodness knows!” ¥ 

“Must. bo somewhere about,” said 
Bob. “It would bo like Bunter to-sit 
down in the shado somewhero and leave 
tus to bunt for him.” 

jiko "him". grunted Johnny 
“Ho ‘would think it funny to lot 
tus. spend. tho. morning rooting about, 
after him while be was scofling 
and sherbet in somo shady comer, 

“Great vand enormous’ ‘Templo of 
Khons—” began Hassan, ‘Tho drago 
man was getting down to business. Hi 
lordly gentlonen had ridden out to 
Karaak to sco the sights, not to discuss 
what had become of Bunter. 

“Blossed if 1 know what to do,” said 
Harry. "Ten to one he's somewhoro 
about, and if ho isn't, we don't, know, 
where to look for him. k we'd 
otter got on with it and give hier a 
chance to, turn up.” 

Yaus,” assonted Lord Mauloveror, 

“What do you think, Hassan 
Harry. : 

"Mc, sar, mo_think him little fab 

entleman fall off a camel, sar” said 
the dragomen. “Him walk to Karnale 
afterwards, Yea ! 

“That's about it,” said Harry. 

And. the. juniors, started to exploro 
Karnak. ‘They had ‘no doubt that th 
camel hed dropped Buntor somewhero 
hetwoon Luxor and the ruins, and that 
ho would come rolling in on foot sooner 
or later. ‘They decided to give him til 
Kinch, anyhow. If Buntor did not, turn 
up for lunch, cortainly thero would be 
grounds for alarm. Only something of 
£ serious nature could possibly keep the 
Og of the ‘Remove away from a meal, 

here waa” plenty to, bo "soon 
Karnak, and Hassan’s sing-song voice 
never ceased at ho pointed out its 
renders: "Pho groat Templo of ‘Kchonsy 
the Templo of Epot, the hippopotamus 

(Continued on next page.) 


Nothing was 
































shouted, he danced. 
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goddess; the vast Templo of Amun, in 
Which Hassan pointed out 

relict of tho 

rather interested the juniors, as Lord 
Mauleverer’s scarab had once beon an 
amulet worn by tho warrior A-Menah 
at that ancient battle in Syria. ‘Then 
they visited the Temple of Ptab, an 
more tomples and pylons than’ they 
could havo counted, and by lunch-time, 
as Bob Chorry remarked, thoy had done 
& good morning’s work. 

fist Bento Had not turned up! 

e camel had dro} ‘im any: 
where neat -Karnak, Bunter had 
time to arzive, his usual snail’s 
Pace, And the juniors began to wonder 
whether, after all, there had been any 
wt the time they knew it 

t the samo time they knew it was 
quito likely that Buntor had’ stopped 
somewhere to feed, especially as ho had 
Yorrowed a handful of piastres from 
Logd Maylovorer that morning. 

Af ho had, stopped to feed, it. was 
highly probable that he had stopped to 
nap after the feed. And they knew 
their Bunter too well to suppose that 
‘ho would caro two straws whothor they 
wore alarmed or not. 

Tn these circumstances they did not 
feol disposed to bo unduly” alarmed. 
Lunch had boon, brought in a basket, 
and. thoy. sat down under «shady 
acnoia-treo to dispose of it. Ibrahim 
hovered on tho horizon; but whenever 
ie came near, Hassan volloyed Arabic 
at him and drove him off ‘Ever 
now and then @ shout from him ‘read 








































tie juni 
SBay for « camol! Yes, oh, yes! 
for ‘camel! You ‘pay’ 2000 
3 for a camel that i Toso” 
iti Pe grinned Bob 





Karnak, of which his lordly gentlemen 
had by'no means seon all. But, tho 





juniors wore getting worried about 
unter now. z 

“Better give Karnak a miss, and 
Jook for him,” said Harry. “If the fat 





chump's got’lost he's got to be found. 
Hassan can inquire along tho road; 


lots of natives about, and anyone who 
has soon Buntor ” will remember 
him—" 


“You bet!” grinned Bob. “They 
don't often see a circumference like 
Bunter's. Let's get after the howling 
ass!” 

And tho, juniors, remounting tho 
donkeys, rode back on the road towards 

ixor, Hassan inquiring of innumerable 








natives for mows of a small, fat 
Faringheo on a runaway camel—and 
Yery soon picking up news. Plenty of 
people had seen Bunter on his wild 
sareer—indced, ho scemed to have 
astonished ali tho natives betwoen 
Luxor and Karnak. 





id cheaper I” chuckled 
“Price still coming down, 
He'll be giving us that 
eamol at the finish I” 

“Ha, ha, hal? 

The juniors had little doubt that the 
camel, after getting shut of its rider, 
‘Ta Macwet Ltseany.—No, 1,282. 








ould go home. Indeed, the fact that 
Tbrabim had brought tho indemnit 

down to 1,000 piastres—which was only 
ten pounds—rathor indicated that he did 
not really expect to lose that valueble 
camel, Anyhow, they wore not bothor- 
ing about the camel now; Bunter was 


id enough to bother about. “They trotted 


on, with Ibrahim trotting and perspir- 
ing behind, his voice coming plaintively 
every fow minutes: 

“You pay for a camel! O protectors 
of the poor, I think you for 3 
camel! "By'the beard of tho Prophet, 
you pay for a camel!” 


‘THE TENTH CHAPTER. 
‘Tho Way of the Transgressor ! 
LOP, plop, plop, plop! 
Pena 
Billy ‘Bunter liked oranges. 
But ho liked. them taken io: 
febnally: now he. was taking them 
‘txtemaliy, in @ shower 
‘Bunter hardly knew. what had hap- 
pened. His parting with the runaway 
famel had beon sudden and surprising. 
He found himself sitting on the earth, 
‘broken branches “of orango-troes 
railing round. him, and dislodged 
oranges falling on his head. Ho roared, 
ho spluttered, and he gasped. 
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“Ob orikey!” gasped Bunter, as he 
mecsgrionl ie 
‘Te was the orange merchant. of the 
Nile, to whom Bunter had handed that 
bad. ian “quid.” Bunter had 
Janded in the orange plantation belong- 
ing to Mustapha! 

whe stared down at him, evi- 
dently recognising ‘tho fat Faringhee 
‘with whom he had done business on the 


dahabiyeh. ‘Tho expression that, came 
over 
shudder. 








dark faco made Buntor 


| “You—teef I’ said Mustapha, point- 

ing « brown and somewhat ditty’ fore. 

finger at eat fat Owl, “You steal 
re8 





gapped Bunter. 
He bad ecotea the crangen that 
lay thick about him without giving a 
ingle thought to the fact that thoy were 
obviously privato property. ha, 
eally was not in the orsngo business 
x the purpose of supplying a fat 
Faringhoe with oranges Yor nothing. 
“Teef ” roared Mustapha, 
Bunter scrambled up. 











TIT say—' 
“You steal oranges!” roared 
Mustay “Yes! You give bad, 


naught ind fc , and 
ughty pound for, oranges, and you 
“Oh, draw it mild!” gasped Bunter, 


“Til pay for the blessed cia 
P'nover camo heres fel off a 


") 

















0 
mally where he was. Obviously ho was 
nowhere near Karnak; tho camel had 
govered a considerable distanco since 
leaving the road, following tho du 
track that led away among: maizo-Bel 
and plantations and irrigating canals. 
camel’ was gone; there was no 
chance of remounting his fiery, untamed 
steed—not that Bunter would have re- 
mounted him at any price, unter did 
not like walking, but ho would have 
walked miles end miles rather than 
have perched himself on that camel's 


Simp gain 
“Oh dear” groaned Buntor. 
Ho sat and. gasped for breath for 
auite 2 long tie. ‘ceased. to 
Rint on the earth. "hoy 
oranges, and aa toon ae Le realised that 

















id, Bunter helped himself to the 
juicy fruit, “The camol had hurled him 
into the orange plantation—and he 
might really havo Innded in less attrac- 
tive quarters. ‘There was solace in sooff- 
ing tho oranges aad Billy Bunter was 
foon surrounded by pips and peel. He 
hhad to find his way back somehow. But 
there was plenty of time for that; he 
wanted a rest ‘And the oranges 
were good. 

‘Bunter was on his tenth orange, when 
# Bure in turban and djubbeh appeared 
in the plantation, coming along through 

19 rows of orange-trees. 

Bunter blinked at the newcomer, 

Tt was a native—no doubt some 
tcniggor” who worked op the planta. 
tion, or perhaps the proprietor. Bunter 
hoped that ho would be able’ to. speak 
English, end tell him where he wes and 
how to ‘got away. 

‘Tho native spotted him under the 
trees and came quickly towards him. As 
he 9) i something familiar in 
his aspect struck Bunter. Ho had seen 
that dark-skinned man’ beforo come- 
where. 











jas not hurt, and had recovered his hy 


“You pay!” said Must imaly, 
“Yoat I think !* You pay backdloces | 
Qht’ Yost By the beard of the 
Prophet, yest 1 think!” 


Ho turned his head and shouted to 
someone a8 yet unacon in the plantation, 
Bunter did not understand Arabic, but 
he fancied, that he caught the word 
“Kourbash.”” He. was aware that kour- 
bash implied a stick. 

Evidently it was time for Buntor to 
60 

Ho mado a stratogio movement to 
depart while | Mustapha’s head wae 
furned., But the orangegrover. seemed 
to have eyes in tho back of his hoad, 
Ho spun round, jumped at Bunter, and 

rasped him by tho shoulder. ‘Tho fat 
wl gave a yell of torror. 

“ Leggo! IT wasn’t going 


yon the spot!” grinned 
“Yes! You pay backsheesh, 
and you take stick! Ohf Ye 

A dark-skinned onme 
through the trees witn a stick in his 
and. He handed the stick to 
Mustapha. Billy Bunter eyed it 
deer Sprrehension, 

“I—I-I say—” ho gasped. 

“You pay backaheesh" 

Bunter fumbled in his pockets. For- 
tunately, he had borrowed a lot of 
piastres from the long-suffering Maul 
that mornng. He was able to pay—anc 
oranges were cheap on the Nile. A few 

‘ought to have settled the mattor. 

junter held out a fat hand with a dozen 
piggres im * 

“There you are!” he gasped. 

Mustapha accepted the  piastros, 
stared. at them, sniffed contemptuously, 
pd sipped them into some rect of is 
djubbah. 

“More backsheesh I” he snapped. 

“Look here, I’ve jolly well paid you !"" 
howled Bunter indignantly, “Tim not 



























ing to pay you any more! Sce? 
flere, Tsay, keep that stick away, Fou 
checky nigger!” yolled Bunter. 

“You pay more backsheesh !'” 


Billy Bunter fished out a dozen moro 
piastres. Thoy followed tho others into 
the dingy djubbab, and the brown hand 
was held cut for moro. 
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Lord Mauleverer sprawled in the crushed maize, 
he could utter a cry. Half-choked by the gag, ony me ©) 


“Look here—"” gasped Banter, in 
dismay. 

“You pay, moro backsheosh !” roared 
‘Mustapha. “You steal oranges! Yeo! 
‘You teet | You pay backshoosh ” 

Mustapha held out, his loft hand for 
the backsheesh, Ho flourished the stick 
in his right, 

“Oh lor’ P 1d Bunter, 

‘Phere w 





a5 






from any Faringheo whom he had di 
covered trespassing in bis plan 
‘and pinching the oranges. But in 
Bunter’s case, he had an impression that 
ho was dealing with 

rogue | than himeolf. 
dono” hi 

was accustomed to ‘“doing ” Faringhees, 
not to being done by them. This un 
pected moeting was a sheor satisfaction 
to Mustapha. The satisfaction was all 
on his sido! 

Bunter handed over more piastres. 
Tho flourishing stick was not to be 
argued with, 

“Moro backshoesh!* 
Mustapha, 

““Oh, you beast!” 
“Oranges ain’t worth mucl 


























rapped 


gasped Bunter. 
hero—”* 


“More backsheesh!” roared 
‘Mustapha. 

“Tivo given you three hundred 
jiastres, you awful beast!” yelled 
unter. 


“More backshcesh !” 

“Look here—_ Yaroooooh 

The stick cracked on Bunter’s fat 
shoulders. 

“You give moro backsheesh !” shouted 
Mustapha, “Yes! You teof! Yes!” 

“0h lor 1? groaned Bunter. 

‘More piastres were handed over. It 
dawned ‘on Bunter that 





 threateningly. 





‘above him ! 


merchant intended to take all he 
had about him. Tt was sheor robbery; 
but the hapless fat Owl had placod him- 
fell in tho wrong. A follow who passed 
bad money and was caught,“ pinching ” 
oranges in» plantation had little sym; 
pathy to expect from the law if ho laid 
8 complaint at Luxor. 

Bunter did not know how tho law 
yould regard the transaction; but he 


















felt that he would be misunderstood, 
as usual, Anyhow, there was no law 
on the spot. Mustapha was.on the spot 
‘a big stick in his hand! 

“More backsheeshI” booted 
Mustapha. 

Bunter groaned and went through his 
pockots. He had “touched” Mauly for 
& thousand piastres | that i 


Exactly 2 thousand piestres passed o 
to Mustapha. Still ho was not satisfied. 
“Moro backshecsh !” ho howled 


I haven’t any more!” 
“T've given you all I 
have, you beast 


Mustapha scanned him keenly, He 
flourished the stick. He realised that 
he bad taken all the fat Faringhoe had. 


“Oh crikey ! 
wailed Bunter. 








gome, it was time for the stick to be 
foatured 
z fi 
“Yaroooh!” roared Bunter, “Qh 
grikey | .. you beast! You 
beast! You es 





stick | Yes?” Z 
wack, whack, whack! Billy Bunter 
ran for his life. 

‘After him plunged Mustephs, with the 





stick still Mustapha seemed 
to bo aut Rimeell. 

‘Whee 

"Yerosooocep 


the scarred Arab kneeling on him, gagging him with a strip of turban before 
breathe through bis nose, the Greyfriars junfor stated dizzily ¢ 


Bunter, burst out of the plantation 
into the dusty lane, Mustapha followed 
on. Buntor ran—and, Mustapha ran! 
Tho stick whacked and whacked | 

Mustapha scemod to fany Bunter a 
donkoy and” himself a donkey-boy t 
Bupese put on a buret of speed, panting 
and ‘perspiring as ho flow. Whack, 
whack, whack, whack, came tho stick 
behind as ho tacod. 

“Teof! Yes! I beat a teof!" 
chanted Bfustapha, as ho whacked, 
“Very naughty teof! Y beat a toot with 








stick! Yes: 

Whook, whack, whack! 

“Oh crikoy! Oh lor’ Help! 
Whooodop ” 





to this! 
‘Whack, whack, whack! 
“Yow Stoppit | Yooooop !” 








_, Mustapha stopped at last, Probably 
it was only because ho, was out of 
breath. He grinned, tucked tho stick 
under his arm, and walked back to his 
"Billy Bunter plugged desperatel 

illy Bunter plu lesperately on, 
still yelling. But he realised. at last 
that he was no longer pursued, and ho 
throw himself down in the ofa 
group of date-trees by the 
Easped and groaned and groaned and 
gasped, as if ho would nevor leave off 
gasping and groaning. 





THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER, 
Lost | 
4 YE lor’ 0” groaned Billy Bunter. 
oO Ho wiped the streaming por- 
spiration from his. face’ snd 
twatted bis millionth fig. 


He wondered dismally whero ho was, 
‘Tue Mayer Lisrany.—No. 1,282. 
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Ho was somewhere in Egypt! He 
Know that! But that was about all he 


knew. 
"Alter resting under the date-trees for 
an hour oF 0 tho fat Owl had started 
on his homeward way-or, at least, what 
fio ‘hoped was his homeward’ way. 
Karnak wat ‘somewhere, and Luxor 
was somewhere else, and so was tho 
Nilo! he sight of any of the threo 
would have ‘been welcome to Bunter. 
But he did not #20 any of thom. He 
hhad horrid: misgiving that perhaps 
Hs as wandering away from chen. 
‘amping. along. narrow . dus 
track, he did not know ‘where it lod, 
but fie was fairly certain that it w 
not the same track by which Tbrahi 
camel bad carried hin that morning. 
Fields of maize, plantations of 
oranges, and other fruits, endless ting 
canals,” dato-palms, and’ bunches of 
feaciad, met lie view a3 he plugged on; 
bat Bunter bad no. use for them From 
the bottom of his fat heart ho repented 
him of having mounted that detestable 
camel to Luxor. But repentance, 2 33 
Usually the easo, came too late! Bunter 
was. lost~hopelessly lont—and_it was 
Trightlully “ot. and. the. fies." were 
ingumerable, "Ho streamed with ‘per- 
spiration os ho plugged dismally ons 
Tr was dscless to. question the natives 
ho spotted in his wanderings. ‘They did 
nol speak a word of English; and he 
did not. speak a word of Arabi 
fonged for the ‘sight of awh 
Dut’ though thero wore. ‘pl 
tourists at Luxor and. Karnal 

































did not soo any of thom. 
‘Mattors would have been botter if 


ho find had money in his pockets. 
By Iwiding up a handful of piastres 
‘and Saying “Luxor.” he might have 


found ‘a guide. But tho iniquitous 
Mustapha “had taken. caro of. that! 
Buntor had not @ single piastre in his 
Possession, 

Ho had triod to ask his way once 
gt twice, and one good 
“fellah,” " comprehending 
wantod’ to get to Luxor, 
across tho "felds—which 
much use to Bunter. 











pisstres might have inauced the man to 
leave his work and guido tho fat Owl; 
Dut once more Bunter found himself up 
against the selfishness of human nature. 

19 Egyptian fellaheen seemed to have 
business of their own to attend to, and 
no time to attend to Bunter's. 

Tt was getting too hot for further 
exertions. “Bunter was bungry by this 
time; but even the hope of luneh could 
not Keep him going in the tropical heat 
of midday. 





‘He blinked round through his big but 


‘spectacles for 8 shelter from the sun, to 
take a rest. 

At the corner of a ficld of we 
ahurro, by 


Big wicker baskets wero stacked up 
one sf = set Be. Sout they 
were, used for ing of agri- 
cultural products; but they were empty 
now. Bunter blinked dismally round 
the shed. It was a shelter from the 
sun, but that was all. Had-there been 
anything of an edible nature in tho 
baskets Bunter would have been com- 
forted. But they were empty. 

“Oh lor’ !" groaned Bunter. 

He blinked out of the open doorway, 
‘There was no one in sight. A dusty 
donkey-track ran from the shed, past 
the acacias and the maize fields, pro- 
bably in tho direction of a road. it 
no one was to be 

‘There was cultivation—the close, rich 
cultivation of Egypt—all round Bunter; 
‘but he might as well have been in the 
desert, so far as human beings were 
concerned, Had there been a native 
at hand, Bunter could have announced 
that he was hungry by the language of 

ms. But there was no one at hand 
to whom he could make that important 
and. pressing announcement. 

‘Sull, it was something to be out of 
the fierce gla "The fat 
Owl strotched 
floor. pillowed his head on a fat arm, 
and wont to sleep. 

Bunter did not think much of Egypt 
and its customs; but there, was ono 
Eastern custom that appealed to him— 


























“GOLLY! 
Sy 


Bu 
his 


Where's my 
»} HOLIDAY ANNUAL ?” 


inter it distinctly perturbed. Somebody's pinched 
HOLIDAY "ANNUAL—and that's no joke! 


You'd hate to lose yours wouldn't you? | 
You all_know what = grand budget of stories of 


School-life, 
are all the 
‘two covers. 


and a clever little play 
case you haven't got 


fort and Adventure it contains. 
fan and thrills of a " 
There are breezy poems and articles 


‘There 
ifetime between 


for amateur actors. In, 
3 yet, here's 8 tip— 


See your Newsagent right now! 


The GREYFRIARS 


HOLIDAY 


Annual - 


6!- ner 


Now on Sale at all Newsagents 
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the midday snooze! That custom struck 
Bunter, as solid horse-senso ! 

‘He slept and snored. 

Had any Egyptian fellahoon come 
near the shed’ might havo been 
surprised to har a sound resomblin 
tho rumble of distant. thunder, 
might have fancied that a storm was 
brewing on the banks of the Nile. But 
tho spot remained deserted, and Bunter 
sored unheard. 

‘He might have snored on till sunset; 

‘was the innor Bunter that woke 











him. 


‘Thero was an aching void in 
Bunter. 


Since breakfast ho bad had 


and he awoke 


“On lor’ I said~ Bunter. 
to his feoh—~ Ho was 








Ho rose wearily 
hungry—famished—ravenous! It was 
like awful oxporienco, on the 


Gababiyeh over again! Ho rolled to the 
‘open doorway and blinked out. 
“Boasts !" groanod Bunter. 


‘The Greyfriars fellows, of course, wore 
‘the 


arhak with 





mooning 
mooning 





as they ought, to ha 
they were looking for him, thoy hadn't 
found him, which was just as bad. Not 
even » betstly nigger was to be seen, 

‘That shed, no doubt, was used for 
something or other; but nobody seemed 
to be using it now! Nothing met 
Bunter’s viow but a dusty track, scat- 
tered acacias, and endless, moving 
maizo, 

‘The fierce heat of the day was over; 
but it was still hot—very hot! Buntor 
as oxtromoly unwilling to recommonce 
His wanderings, with yawning emptinesg 
in his fat inside, But he had to get 
something to eat! 

Tf only some beastly nigger would 
havo turned up— Buntor felt that 
gren © bunch of dates would savo his 

fe 

“On, good ho ojaculated euddonly, 

A. dingy, turban showed over tho 
waving maize. It was coming in tho 
direction of the shed. 

Bunter blinked af it 
a “beastly nigger” 
blackest nigger in Africs would havo 
‘been woloomo to Bunter just then. ‘The 
man in the turban camo in sight—and 
Buntor gave s convulsive, jump, and 
backed farthor into the shed, Tt was 
not one of tho “‘follaheen” who worked 
in the folds. It was an Arab who was 
coming towards the shed. It was an 
Arab that Bunter ‘know. | Woll he 
remembered that hard, hawkish faco— 
tho face of Yussef, the Arab desperado, 
in tho service of Kalizelos, the Greek. 
Any other Arab—excepting Hamza— 
‘would havo been weloome to Buntor’s 
eyes. But the sight of the hawk-faced 
Tiffin almost froze him with terror. 

“Oh orikey 1” gasped Bunter. 

Ho fairly bounded away from the 
door. Tho ruffian had not seen him— 
and Bunter did not mean to be seen, if 
hhe could help it. ‘This was the ruffian 
who had attacked Lord Mauleveror in 
the hotel at Cairo, weeks ago, and whom 
Bunter had smitien on tho head with 
a stool, He did not expect Yussef to 
favo forgotten that incident, ‘The 

jought of being _cornere no 
Yerodfous “rascal Salszostourdled his 
blood. i 

‘The man was coming to the shed! 
Bunter could hear his footsteps now. 
No doubt Yusef had been with 
Kalizelos. when ho crept on the 
dahabiyeh the previous night, and was 














jorly, It was 
octand the 
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hanging about the vicinity, probab 
wondering riat nd Fees me 
IDastor—perhape, spying ‘on, the Grey: 
friars party. witb ‘Sntored ‘the shed 
and found Bunter thore—— Bunter 








Bre ‘backed’ out of 





was there if he did/aot see him. 
Bunter palpitated and waited end 
listened. 
‘Tho footsteps came nesrer. 
If they passed the shed— 
But thoy did not pass tho shed. ‘They 
‘came in_at the open doorway. 
Billy Bunter suppressed his breathing. 
Only the stack of wicker baskets 
stood betwoen him and tho anvaga, Arab 
“8 desperate outcast, to whom his 
would have been no more than 





‘What did tho beast 
‘What could be his business in that lonely 
far from all habitations? 
he bad some business there, 









SY 
doorway. Tt dawned on Bunter, at Inst, 
that ‘tho Ionely shed was a place of 
appointment—that Yusset was waiting 
for someone to join him there—as likely 
as not tho scarred ruffian Hamza, 
Perhaps tho outcasts wero camping in 
that shed, while they waited for news of 
thoi misting maste 

Bunter could have groaned at tho 
thought, But ho did not daro to groan, 
Ho crouched in tho shadowy recess 
‘tilled his 








‘THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 
Hunting Bunter ! 
tgp ORDLY tars, hore wo go tam- 
ing onl” said Hassan, pro- 
bubly meaning “turning of.” 
"Tho Greyiriers fellows had 
roachod the spot whore, Bunter» camel 
Had turned off the road that morning. 
roo or four dark-skinned fellaheen, 
working in. the folds, answore 
Hssan's inquirie 
It had not boon af all dificult to pick 
up nows of Bunter, eo far. 

Billy Bunter rather prided himsolf on 
his distinguished, appearance, and 
flattered himself that he was worth « 
fecond glance. anywhore. Undoubtedly 
fo'was distinguished enough to draw 
seoond, ‘and even a third and fourth 
fiance; Lut tho otlor follows. believed 
fiat twas his width that did itl Any- 
how, the juniors found that quite a lot 
of people had seoa a fat Fariogheo 
Ghecoring on & runaway oamel. 

Hactan ppinted along the dusty way 
with his dick, ‘The juniors looked 
long the narrow route among the maize 
fields. 

“lim fat lord go this way on a 
camel!” said Hassan, 

“What the thump did he turn off the 











fort? granted Johnny.” Bull 
FRihat ‘tho dickens. did, even that fai 
ay want to do that for?” 





"Him no want, sar; him camel want,” 














bawled in Arabic. Th 


, i getting 
serious. Instead of secing the ruins 


Karnak, we shall soo tho ruins of 
Buater * 

The riders turned off the road, 
and the Knocked up dust on the 


track through the Bolds. Behind them 
Ibrahim came pulling and 
dusty djubbah Blowing out 
Hig yoiee came plointtrely 
igiee oe para on i rea 
tle ay for one lost camel 
ou poy ve iumdved plastres for one 
camel which is lose’ 
‘The prico of tho lost camel was 
coming’ dows. Perhaps, now that th 
juniors were on Bunter 














pore ity Vande aR 7) 


questioned 
shensiblo 


WIN A POCKET WALLET, 
CHUM—IT'S EASY! 


Ske 
‘Enel 


andra’ Road, 
Egham, Surrey. 


Fat Bunter some: 
Wh 


Boot helped him 
‘outeide 1 
‘What about your effort now ? 








‘guessed that they had seen Bunter, and 
Femembered him. 
‘Never had there been so many clues 


to a lost article. ‘The party kept on to 


tho trot, assured that they were draw- 
ing nearer to Bunter—feeling strongly 


inclined to kick him if he had hed no thi 


spared to 


serious accident, while 
‘was rather 


sympathiso if he had—whi 
2 mixed stata of feeling. 

‘They passed through a whore 
hore. was plenty of news of | Bunter. 

0 villa not forgotten 
fhow he bad scattered infants and ducks 
and fowls in his wild career. 

‘They passed through the village, and 
trotted on beyond. ‘They did not expect 
to find Bunter still on tho camel, after 
all these hours; but evidently he must 
havo stuck on for considerable time 
before falling off. Whero had he fallen 





off ?—was tho question, 
‘Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roarcd Bob 
Cherry suddenly. 
“What—" 
“The jolly old camel !” roared Bob. 
“Oh, my bat 
“Him camel!” grinned Hassan. 


“Him lose small fat gentleman! Yes, 


sar! 

‘Under an seacia by the wayside 
sprawled, an ungainly form, ‘which the 
pee eae Say Rey a 
Jupercilious camel that had sneered at 
Buster that morning. It sprewied on 
its stomach, ite long neck extended, 
takings test in. the chede of the 
acacia. No doubt it was waiting for 






the cool of the evening before it trotted 
home to Luxor. 

“You pay for # camel!” Ibrahim was 
chanting in the rear, when ho broke off 
suddenly at the sight of the enimal 





under the tree, and ejaculated: 
“Bismillah ! 
Tbrahint ypped. 


His misgivings had been well-founded ! 
Here was the camel; and Tbrahim’s 
hopes of an indemnity for lost camel 
vanished on the spot. It was quite » 
dismaying encounter for the honest man, 

‘The camel raisod his head, and 





sneered at the donkey-riders, No doubt 
in; and per- 

he thought that his fat burden was 

Janded on him onco more. 

‘He dragged 


jhe recognised the party a 
to. 






Ibrahim came to a halt, 
behind. No doubt he consi 
‘the camel escaped, he might still cl 
to bo indemnit for a lost camel. 
“Catch him !” exclaimed Bob Cherry. 
“Spread out and surround the brute. 
We shall want: to stick Bunter on 
when we pick him up.” 
“Yaas,"bogad!” said Lord Maule- 
verer. “Oat his rope, somebody.” 
‘The head-rope was trailing from tho 
camel. The donkey-riders spread out to 
cut off the camel's escape, and Hassan, 
approached him with soothing gestures, 
to seize the trailing rope. ut the 
camel, declined to listen to tho voice of 
the charmer. He backed, snorting, to 
the wayside, turned, and’ plunged into 
8 field of tall, waving maize, 
After him !” shouted Wharton. 
The donkey-riders plunged into tho 
maize, leaving the donkey-boys on tho 
road.’ ‘The camel streaked across the 
‘aizo feld, but on tho farther sido was 
# canal, and ho stopped and swan 
rushed back towards the 
ing and squealing, with 
‘tnd Hassan 
the trailing, 























whisking cope, 

“Stop him! roared Wharton to tho 
takeken 

Hasan yelled in Arabic. 

‘The camel ran out into the road again 
and ‘one of the Luxor donkey: bays 
grabbed the head-ropo. and swung. him 

alt. A moment later, Hassan ot 

Panting up and grasped the rope, and 

Bick eracked ou the camel, warning bi 

at it was time to coaso The 

‘camel evidently understood, for ho was 
wee hima” gasped Bob 
Hot him!” gasped Bob, 

“The gotfulness is. terrifi !” 

“Keep him safe, Hassan !* 

“Him safe, sar?” panted the drago- 
man. "Him’ camel gafo as one hovte, 
as-you say in English“ 

“Aou'd better Fide him, 4i]] we find 
Bunter,” said’ Wharton. “Come on! 
Where's Mauly? ‘Manly !” 

“Mauly, you slacker!” roared Bob, 

In the’ xoitement. of casing the 
camel, tho juniors had not missed Lord 
Milevero till ght mnment Now they 
observed that his lordship Was no longer 
Srth them, ‘They stared” round in 
Turprise, 

0 maizo wes high;_but it, was not 
high enough to hide's rider, But there 
thing to, bo seen of Matieverer, 

the Guffer tumbled off his 





















donkey?” exclaime; 
“Looks like it! 


to whom Lord Maul. 
‘belonged was calling and 
‘A riderless donkey dashed 
‘Macner Limnany.—No. 1,282. 


22 


‘ont of the wari 
donkey boy cau 
eWell, may hat!” exclaimed Soe 
“ Mauly’s the best rider of the lot 
but he’s let, the donkey, throw him 
‘pBfauty 1» roared Bob. 
‘There was no answer from Lord 
‘Tho juniors stared round 
‘them in astonishment. Eveh if Mauly 
had Been thrown by the donkey, it 
swas hardly to bo supposed that he was 
injured—too severely injured to answer 
to his friends. Why he did not answer 
‘was a. mystery. 

“Him noblo lord do not como!” said 
Hassan, puzzled. “Why do not a noble 
Jord come! Mashallah! ‘This I do not 
understand.” 

“My hat” Wharton caught his breath. 
«rf that villain Kalizclos was not 8 
jer on the dababiyeh, I should 


Ag op 





















con the, boat," anid Bob. 
ter But what the thump's becomo of 





wit ‘the scheming 
‘isoner on the dahabiyeh, the 
a eee aa ots age 
‘was possible, at least, tha 
confederates had been watching 
What had happened to Mauloverer in 


juniors 





















as Jha object to got him away, if be 


— eee 
desperete hance, “and be had now 
Segoad to spare.” Once Manlorrer 
fsfely bound and silenced, ‘the “Arab 
Brough Ure molto dreaping the school 

ou fe school: 
Boy eb affer hum by the ‘eras 

‘ras hard going throug! xed 
raise Fete; baths nor tafian a 
ated moment, and 
othing f 





ithe Hurping nd Setog ot 


dragging prisoner. 

From “the ‘direction of the road, 
shouting voices came to Lord Maul- 
werer’s ears; his friends were callin 
fo him, Even yor ho was not flty yar 
from them} but he could make no sound 
or sign in answer. But they would be 
Siatflng tor by Girone the Weta fo 
‘8 few minutes at, the most—surely he 
could not be spirited away under tho 
very yes of ‘hie friends 

of water 


® 
through the ‘maize! It was one of the 
natowitigating canals tha cover the 
culeiva Sn ike a. not. 
Cork Mealsverer fe biceat usted 
borer tho bank of brown earth, and for 
moment ho fancied’ thst tho scarred 
Tuffan was dropping him into the water, 
But it was on timber that he fol 












































THE MAGNET 


Bull he did not 
beside the bound school 
search 

He grinned with satisfaction os he 
took possession 





‘of a purse which was 
well supplied with money. But it was 
evidently not money of which he was 


in sear though he was glac 
Ee tenrla tate toe Tue 
knew that it was the scarab he was 
seeking; and he Beret glad that he had 
stlowed nie friends to porrandy him nok 
it about with Since the 
ge en the Greek had so nearl; 
seized it in Cairo, the Eero Five hac 
Promised Manly is life 
carried it in his pe cet again; $04 
ly, weet aor that had 


le persuasion. 
othe gourred san fotg to 


ascortain that the Golden Seatab Was 
not to be found. He spoke at last, in 


a 
Inbelieving son of a dog, where is 
the scarab?” 

Mauleverer could nob have answered 
if ho had withod to. "“Hamzn roso to his 
feet, stared round him, and lis 
sreral mieslse “es be kaeie we 
schoolboy earl again, and unwound the 
rag from his mouth, at the sano 
prewsing the edgo of & knife t 
a8 a, war 










































‘the waving maire field? he found himself wwling in @ small “A curse 6 2 unbelievers!” said 
We've got to find him—and at gece), Rants Kien, an reeled, “Ehe Haas." speul lo, "son of teen 
said Wharton, “Bunter will have. to scarred AN 1b eerie as in after hin. still thor One cry, and with this 
wait! Hassan, we'vo got to find keeping bi kneeling 1 aie ana rou to Shaitan, who 
the khiassa, ho rae and drove for all infidels! Where is tho 
We Sad a noble lord!” Htinto the aallow ate” i ae any 
“Oh, yes, sar! Hassan is . - “Whero you won't find it, you thiof ” 
jgoman—you trust Hassan |” Mauloverer, understood now. Either answured Lord Meuiovoren” ‘a 
‘Leaving the camel and the donkeys in the Arab had the khiassa in readiness, ,“ Listen, unbeliever ! 
shargo of the, donkey-boys, ind or he knew where to find the boat be- give twenty thou: a4 pine for tho 
Famous ave 9 plunged pazeiag fo the costes farmer. With swift, arab of A-Men: the life 
in’ to. sock nulevoror, "But strong arms he poled the Ehiasa away, Fyringheo worth I so much? |S 
Mey did not find him—and wo answer and it shot past tho border of the maize ‘The brown,” disfigured. {400 
came to their ecaioas, us calling. fold, ae Brothoe canal of, dugat by oar qe oalty. ae there was, 
ofl,e ero of, datas: only cool acorn in Maulovarer's anaver- 
THE ‘THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. Swiftly, silently, tl Role ing Joo} 
Hold by the Enemy ! 90, following ‘cans rae a uk © tho scarab on tho 
AMZA, ~ tho Mislovorer watching, him helploly: dahabigeh Speak!” 
rind WAvagehy! Crosching HA, hed no hope thal his Griendy would 
in tho tall, “thick maize his: find him now. If they wero still calling “Dor” “of an _unbeliover 1” 
Knee was on tho chest of tho to him, their voices had died away far scarred ruffian was evidently ‘sevagel 
schoolboy earl, and he. was einding behind: disappointed. “To it” is wor 


o rag from his turban round anc 
round Mauleverer's head, ovor his 
mouth, Lord Mauloveror blinked up at 
him with dazed eyes. 

‘For some moments Mauly hardly knew 
what had happened. He had been riding 
through the mé not three or four 
yards from th sarest of his friends, 
‘when a Croeing figuro leapt at him 
and creqged. him madenly, See eae 

lonkey's beck—grasping his leg and un- 
$orank binn Dalore EE knew? tue ‘be 
was being attacked. Tho poeny: Tan on 
with empty saddle, and Lor aes 
rawled crushed mai 

ing on him, omens: 
hi with the strip of turban before ho 
could utter a ery. 

‘Half-choked by the gag, only able to 
by cathe through his nose, leverer 
ily at the savage, scarred face 
above him, 

‘He could hear the movements of his 
friends; he heard them go chasing back 
to the road after the camel. They had 
not missed him yet. He struggled to 
throw off the Arab; but the muscular 


























jtended. "Tho man could not rise to his 
fect without revealing his presence in 
the maize Geld; yot the tact that ho had 





ado Mauly « prisonar showed that 
ner Disnia—Nov i 


Soveral times from the high paths 
along the canals brown faces. glanced 
down at the khiassa. ‘The banks of the 
canals are the usual paths in the culti- 
Fated folds of Egypt; and Lord Maul- 
jighted fella 





and thoy gave. him ‘no heed. Ti 
{ihiasea passed them eo swiftly that they 
Bown did “not “obeorva™ thet, the 
cing was 8 procera the boat: 
and in any cate, the timid Egyptian 
Felancen ould Raye bean vo Pleas 
to look for trouble with the blas 
Proned, ssvago-ooking ‘tab rth bis 
rah face dishgured iy © knifercut 
‘The canal ‘ascrowed’ and ‘thallomed, 
and there was no further way for th 
Ben, Hite leeed ere 
int where a in a bold o 
Uatetrees, and dragged Lord. Maul 
orator aflc him. 
‘Got of sight of the canal he threw his 
ytonerto(the ground among the Trees 8 
‘grinned dow at him. 

















FOR THE HIKER 
Hiking haa te sharma an custom 
"The chewing habit ie 
‘becoming a custorn which no esit= 
Tuker wilt over dloregard 
‘or cyeling, & 
ve "ad. hon 





‘mouth £00! and fresh 2 

the miles mount up. Workere ind 

showing’ gum "good, for digestion, 

walk'of iit are lading’ eatietection 
In thie delicious sweet. 


Keops 








twenty thousand bey and 
such @ sum I could mako ‘the 


ilgrim- 
to Mocca, sf 


Son of dogs and pigs!” 


19 ruffian broke into Arabio, and, 
ithout undorstanding what he said, 
lovoror could not fail to be aware 









that ho was cursing in that angua 
hut ho spoke 
“But you, ab los 
in my hands, ‘and the Greek wi 
‘well for you, for it is his plan to ransom 
you with the scarab. You, dog of a 
fic, will remain in a safe place till 
zolos comes.” 
th tho words ho wound the ste 
of turban again, over Mauloveror's 
mouth, gugeine, him.” He dragged he 
oolboy earl to his fot and vicned 
‘eit to wall 

‘Maulevorer hesitated a moment. A 
savage blow that mado him roel put 
‘an end to his hesitation, 

wecDog gf kel, gol” soerled the 

Arab, 

Mauloveror’s eyos glinted. Dut 
‘was helpless, and ho moved on, with 
Arabs grip on his shoulder. 

‘They wound a way among the dato- 

the Arab’s cyes glancing to and 
ro, watchful es a cat's. It was ovi- 
dont that ho know, the country well, and 
was avoiding roads and paths. ‘Twico, 
at the sound of footstops, he dragged 
Mauleverer into cover, and held him. in 
& savage grip till the footsteps died 










English at last. 




















away. 
Te was oloar that he was heading for 
some ite object—some den, 


EVERY SATURDAY 


Hardly had Hamza ste} 





{nto the shed when Mauleverer was upon him with the spring of a tiger, 
“Oh orikey !”” gasped the terrfled Owl, 





the roared, as tho Arab gave a startled how) and erashed backwards. 
Mauleverer guessed, whore the prisener caught the name of Kalizelos. He 
would be conovaled “in safety till he could make 9 guess at what they wore 


could be handed over to the Greek. It di 


was a comfort to Mauly to redect that 
tho Grook was a prisoner on board tho 
not likely to rojo’ 

Tf the scarred “nan i 
till Kalizolos came, he 
had a long wait ahead of him. 

‘Hamza stopped at last under » shady 
soacia, and pecrod out at a path be- 











yond tho trees. 
‘Tho sun was sinking over the. Nil 
andthe gorgeous colours 


Egyptian sunset glowed ov 
For several minutes tho 
watched tho path, thon, satisfiod at last 
that, tho coast, was clear, ho loft tho 
aeacias, and dragged on’ his 
slong tho dusty track. Noar tho treos 
was a shed, with an open doorway, at 
tho corner ‘of a. fiold, ‘and. Mauleverer 
could seo dimly tho shape of a man in a 
dinghy galabioh squatting inside. 
“Pastor!” snarled Hamza, dragging 
at him savagely. aa: 
‘was anxious to get his prisoner 
out of the open. i 
Lord Maulevorer stumbled into tho 
shod, dragged by the Arab’s rough 
hand. ‘Tho. man ‘who was leaning on 
the pile of baskets, smoking, sprang to 
hie fcot with an exclamation, staring at 
Mauleveror in astonishme: 
Mauloverer’s heart sank as ho recog- 
ised Yussof, tho hawk-faced Arab who 
had attcked him in the Cairo hotel, 
and who had kept him e prisoner in the 
Tost ‘tomb at tho, Pyramids. Yussof 
stared at hiro, ovidently surprised to 
tog him in th hands of his gofodorat, 
ho two Arabs spoke togethor rapidly 
in their own tongue. Yussef wes grim- 
bing with satisfaction, Hamza’s arrival 
wh tho, prgoncr had bean 9 surpine, 
end evidently a pleasant surprise 
. “Lord Mauleverer sat down on the 
earthen floor, and loaned back wearily 
against tho baskets. 
‘The Arabs continued to talk in ani- 
mated tones, and several times Mauly 












































Row that the owner of tho 

rab was prisoner in their 
hands thoy. were, anxious to. eo. theit 
guaater, an receive their reward from 

im. 
"But it was fairly clear that they wore 
in total ignorance of what had hap- 
poned to the Greek. ‘They had sean 
End hoard nothing ‘of him’ sinco they 
had pushed off from the dahabiych at 
the sbuad of alarm in the night. The 
could havo. ascertained ‘easily. enoug! 
that he had not been handed over to 
tho poljoo at Luxor; but they were not 
Tikely to guess that Mauloverer had 
takon the faw into his own hands, and 
Tocked the rascal in room on the daha 
biyoh. There was little ‘doubt that 
they supposed that the Greak hed 
trcuped from tho dahabiyeh after the 
Slarm, and were expecting to get into 
touch with him again. 

‘The talke was long, incomprehensible 
to. Masloverer, though ‘he Sought ho 
could guess its’ purport from the expres- 
flons on the Arabs faces, and tho: fr 
‘uont ropetition of the name of “Kali 
Yelos. "Many times tho. two. browa 
thinned rascals looked out of, the shed 
ts if halfoxpecting to see. the Greek 
coming, at which Mauleverer smiled 
fawardly.” ‘Tho clatter of Arable coased 
at last, and Yosef left the. shed 
Mauleverer watched him disappear in 
the distance "slong the dusty teack in 
the sunset, 

‘Hamza tamed to him. 

With a length of cord he bound the 
schoolboy's ankles. He grinned down 
tt him savagaly as he knotted the cord. 

os ‘wait! he grunted. 
“Yusef will find the Greek—he will find 
him at Luxor—and he will come. "Here 
you wait for Kalizeloa” 

"And Lord Manleverer, from tho bot- 
tom of ‘his heart, was thankful thet 
Konstantinos Kalizelor ‘was a safe 
isonet on board the dahabiyeh, under 
feck and key, and watch and ward. 























“* Buck up, Bunter 1? 


THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER, 
Bunter on the Spot ! 

ILLY, BUNTER squatted in his 
shadowy recess botween. 
stacked’ wicker-baskets and the 
wall, breathing with care, and 

hardly daring to squash the enterpris- 
ing flee that hed followed him into hio 
nook. 

Tt soomed to William George Bunter 
gf, the Groytriare Removo thet this was 
tho limit—the very outside odgo, Ho was 
hungry fearfully hungry—-but he hed 
almost forgotten it in his torror for his 
fat skin. ‘Tt was hot and stuffy behind 
tho baskets, and he hardly dared to stir 
as insects érawled over him. But heat 
and, fies and beetles, even, tho, aching 
void in his capacious inside, matteres 
nothing in comparison with the dangor 
from the Arabs. 

Bunter had hoped that Yussef would 





go. Instead of that the scarred Arab 
hed como. Bunter listened in terror to 
tho yoices in growling Arabic. Ho had 





an impression that thero was a third 
party in the lonely shed; but he heard 
only two voices. 

At last, to his intonso reliof, he heard 
Yussef depart, and hoped to hear tho 
other boast follow. Once the coast was 
clear the fat Owl would not have lin- 
gered. But tho other beast, did not 





‘a follow. Bunter hoard a rustling, fum- 


bling sound, but ho did not, know that 
the scarred Arab was binding a 
prisoner's fect, But he heard Harza’s 
words to Lord Maulevorer, and knew that 
there was a prisoner in the shod. It 
was a comfort to Bunter, as well as to 
Lord Maulevorer, to remember, that 
Kalizelos was safe, and that Yussef, who 
had gone to seek him at Luxor, would 
certainly not find him there. ’ Thero 
was no danger of the Greek arriving, 
That was.a comfort; but tho scarred 
Arab obviously intended to remain and 
wait for Kalizelos with his prisoner, 
Yussef was gono, but the other beast 
‘Tae Macyer Linnany.—No. 1,282, 
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vias jn his place, and Bunter groaned 
silently—ho dared not groan aloud. 
Ho ‘guossed that the prisoner was 
Mauloyerer, and no doubt bo would 
haye felt rather concernéd about him 
hhad not all his concern boon required for 
hhis own fat self. How was he going to 
get out of this?’ That was tho pressing 
juestion that filled Bunter's fat 





a 





in the shed. Evidently it was 
their mocting-place, at safe distance 
from the town—perhaps belonging. to 
cone of them, or ‘nized from its owner 
for a few piastros. 

Tt'was tot likely to occur to them 
that a fat and fatuous fellow who. had 
Tost itis ‘way had. taken. shelter there, 
and dodged out of sight behind the 
Benatar Walch "wan fortuna, for 

inter, for a single conspicuous. glanco 
ohind’ tho stack of wicker baskets 
would havo revealed him. 

Hamza had sat down, eross-legged, on 
tho floor, and was waiting. with the ime 
possive. potionco of an Oriental for tho 
Foturn of his confederate. Tt was only 
4 few milos to Luxor; but Buntor knew, 
it Hamza did not, that the havwk-face 
‘Arab wae not likely to roturn soon. 




















‘Tho sun was setting; crimson and 
old streamed in at tho open doorway. 
Hooked ax it Bunter was booked for 


‘the night—if ho was not discovered 
sooner... Every now and then there was 
a orcaking of tho buskets as Lord BMaule- 
Yoror, leaning wearily on thom, stirred. 
Every croak sont a thrill of terror to 
Buntor's fat hoart. If tho baskets 
toppled over and revealed him— 

ily Bunter hoard a movorient from 
tho Arab at last, “Haiza roso from 
crowed logs, and stepped out oft 
thed. and stdod looking: along tho dus 
traok by the acacias, Billy Bante 
fat heart beat. the 
Bunter tting desperate now. 

unter was getting de i 
Ho stirred ‘at last and shifted his 

ition #0 that he could look from be- 







ast was 















tho piled baskets, If the Arab 
no, it was an opportunity, n: 
Uo bo Tost. od round th 
tack of ‘be 
toiso, 





in 


kit 
and blinko 
“Oh lo 


dospair. 

"Te cuprod Arab was standing out. 
side tho doorway, fortunately with 
back to tho shed. Ho was watching for 

‘confederato to return from Luxor, 

itlo dreaming of the eyes, and the 
spectacles, that wero fastened on the 
baok of his dusty djubbah. 2 

Bunter’s head popped back again like 
8 tortoise 

Ho eupprossod a groan. : 

‘The boast wag not gone. He did not 
intend to go. He was only watching 
for tho other be 

‘There was a sound of footstops— 
receding! Bunter hoped again! Again 
ho peored out from covor. 

‘Hamza was walking slowly down tho 
dusty track, towards the road which it 
joined at a distance, Apparently, he 














‘was going to look up tho road to’ sco 
whether ussof and tho Grock were 
coming. 


Bntor’s hoart thumped. 

It was a chance—if only he could 
dodge out of the shed, and escape 
before the ruffian turned back. 

Farther and farther went Hamza; 
without looking back once; there was 
nothing to look back for—so far as 
‘Hamza knew. é 

Billy Bunter took his courage in both 
hands—such as it was—and made up his 
fat mind. Ho had only to 
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doorway, dodge round the shed, and he 
would be out of sight, if the Arab did 
as back. A oe poe ingret 
concern himself, th fat 
fad quite forgotten, for’ tho moment, 
that there was a prisoner in the shed, 
and that it was most likely Mauleverer. 
He tiptoed from ‘his hiding-place. 
Lord Maulevorer, leaning on the 
baskets, heard a sound behind him, but 
did not heed it. But, as s fat figuro 
stole out into his line of vision, 
‘Mauleverer stared at it with eyes open: 


ing wide. 

MOF all the dwellers in the land of 
Egypt, Billy Bunter, was the last he 
would” have expected “to seo at that 
moment, The sight of Mark Antony 
or Cleopatra could hardly havo 
astonished him more. 

Ho hardly believed his eyes as they 
fell on, the wallknown fat figure, and 

Igy {aco and shining spectacles of the 
Owl of the Remove. 

Bunter, his oyes fixed on the doorway 
and the’ Arab beyond, did not lool 
round. Mauloverer could not speak. 
But he gave a convulsive wriggle to 
ttract the fat Owl's attention, and the 

ets croaked and swayed. Billy 
Bunter, startled, uttered a fat squeal 
of alarm, and blinked, round. 


‘Oh the Fasped. “ Mauly ” 
gag silenced 

















‘The ‘Mauloverer, but his 
look was eloquent. How Buster was 
there, was an utter mystery; but ho 
was there, aud even Bunter—now that 
ho was “reminded of Mauly’s un- 
important "existence could." hardly 
havo scuttled off and leavo him to it. 
For « second he blinked at Maulevorer 
in dismay and doubt; and then ho 
rolled to ‘him. Whero Mauly sat was 
out of sight of the open doorway, 90 
Bunter was now out of view of tho 
Arab if he looked back at tho shed. 
Billy Bunter was trombling from head 
to foot, Every moment ho droaded to 
hear the returning footsteps of the 











Arab. But he saw that Mauloverer 
could not stir, and he fumbled for his 
pooket-knife. ‘He fumbled in the wrong 


kets fir 






as a matter of course, but 
knife at last, and opened 
at was a mattor 
of course, also. But he sawed des- 

rately ‘at Mauly’s bonds with tho 
unt bad 


‘came free, and he tore 
‘of turban from his 





0089. 
“By gad!” breathed Mauly. 
“C-ccome on!”  stutterod  Buntor. 

“C-e-come on, q-a-quick | That b-b-beast 

may como ‘eny_minute.”* 

Mauly rose to his feet, stretching his 
gramped limbs. | Bunter clutched him 
frantically by the arm. 

“C-ocome on!” he gasped. 

“Keep cool, old fat bean,” said 
Mauleverer. | “There's two of, us now, 
oven if the brute comes back.” 

“You silly idiot! I'm going!” 

Bunter rolled to the doorway, whilo 
Mauleveror stood rubbing his limbs 
where the bonds had been knotted. ‘The 
fat Owl peered out cautiously, and 
Popped back, almost fainting’ with 
error. 

*He—he—he's coming 

“Yous?” yawned Mauleverer, 

“We-wo're done! Oh lor! 
exikey! “It's too late—" 
feep cool !” 

Hamza's footsteps could be heard on 

the dusty, sandy track, He had looked 

along the road, and failed to soo « 
sign of Yussof ‘returning, and ho was 
coming back to the shed.” Billy Bunter 

in dispair. By staying to help 


Ob 


Mauleverer he had lost his chance of 
dodging out of sight. Emerging from 
the shed now meant stepping into full 
view of the returning Arab, 


“Keep cool, old bean,” whispered 
Mauleverer. “We'll snaffle him as ho 
‘comes in.” 

“Oh lor?!” 


“Back up, Bunter! We've got to 
scrap now, to save our bacon !”” 
*Soooogh |” 


‘Bunter did not look much like sorap- 
ping.“ Mauleverer, cool as ice, stepped 
to the side of the open doorway. Bunter 
rolled behind him. ‘Tho Arab. was 
coming back, without the remotest 
suspicion that his prisoner was loose— 
never dreaming of an. attack. 
Mauloveror's tecth wero sot, his oyes 
Slinting. ‘Thera was a chance of doaling 
‘with ruffian, taken “utterly by 
surprise as ho would be. And the cool 
determination of the schoolboy carl 
helped the hapless Owl to sorew up his 
courage. 

‘Tho ‘footsteps came closer; the 
shadow of the Arab fell into the door- 
way. The next moment he stepped in— 
and, as ho camo, Mauloverer was upon 
him’ with the spring of a tiger. 

‘Ono startled howl br ke, from Hamza 
ashe went over, crashing on the 
earthen floor. 

Mauleverer was upon him. 

“Back up, Bunter!” ho roared, 

“Oh crikey 1” 

‘after the first shock 














lown, on his back, 
, jing him “fiercely, 
desperately ‘crashec is head on the 
hard earth, The back of Hamza's hoad 
hit the earth hard, and the crash dazed 
ap, Cae ho Srvevied, ease. 
juntor——" vere. 
aban punted Maulevercr 
A fat kneo, with all Bunter's weight 


ded 





fon it, landed on tho stomach of the 
sprawling Arab, 

. Hamea's struggles ceased on tho 
instant. 


He gave one horrible, gasping groan, 
and lay writhing, with’ every ‘ousco. of 





wind knocked out of his carcass, His 
jaw dropped, his oyes bulged, and ho 
gurgled hideously. 


Mautoverospatied, 
“Oh, rf it, 
tat in ss by a fe “3 ; 
fe. grasped Bunter by a fat arm, 
thoy dashed out from the shed.” Behind 
them, Cgery ‘and gasps and arise 
i ° 


the floor in anguish, "The 
scarred ruffian was hors de combat. 

“Buck up, Buntor 

Bunter did not need bidding. 
fat little loge fairly flashed as ho flew. 
Even the slim Mauly had to put it on 
to keep pace with ‘the terrified Owl. 
In couple of minutes they reached 
the end of the track where it joined 
tho road. Lord Mauloverer gave ono 
glanoe, round, him. ‘Tho geting sin 
showed him the direction of the Nile— 
and in that direction lay Luxor—somo. 
where, turned into the road, and 





His 

















ith Bunter spluttering st his 

The crimson glaro of the sunset 

was giving place to mauve twilight; 
and under the gathering shadows they 


ran and ran an 


THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER. 
‘Unexpected ! 


MF ORDLY gentlemen, it is 8 
game which is up, as you 
ai 


ran, 





it 


say in your noble language,” 
sald Hassan, the dragoma, 
somowbat dismally. = 
(Continued on page 28.) 


OUR STIRRING STORY OF THE “GOOD OLD DAYS.” 





THE RED FALCON! 







Down-River ! 
TEADY, boy!” 
‘As Jerry McLean spoke, ho 
gavo tho tiller ‘a pull which 
swung tho wherry out into the 


'S 


full flood of the racing tide, and then 
looked at tho boy. 
Hal Lovett 


pulling for all hi 
and his faco wa: 
whito and strained’ from the desperate 

“No need to row like that now, lad; 
"Jerry roso and moved 
is water-toaked, rough browne 
cloth convict’s clothes clinging to him, 
his heavy. boots squelching. river wator 
as he stepped. “You tako the tiller, 
lad. T's my turn.” 

From sheer exhaustion tho boy 
obeyed. But as he took the oars and 
dropped upon the thwart Jory did not 
immediately begin to row. Instead, he 
frowned into the darkness, focusing’ his 
eyes upon bright red glow which came 
and wont. 
hnlks lay beside the’ dockyard at Wool- 
wich, a shot rang out, then another. 

‘Tho racing tide bors wild shouts and 
gros of agony to the ears of man and 
boy. Suddenly the blaze grew brighter 
=so bright that Jerry and Hal could 
make out the anchored hulk, and above, 

all of 
ck to 























the brightening glare in her a 
lense black smoke which drifted 
London town. 


Up-river, where the convict di 


= 

Hal turned his towsled head and 
stared aghast; then he dropped his head 
upon his folded arms and burst into a ft 
of ob ing which shook him violently. 
Tt was only for a little while, howover. 
Soon ‘he looked up, dashing’ the tears 
angrily from his blurred eyes. 

“Jerry,” he choked, “we ought to 
have gono back. Tt was cowardly to 
run, The convicts are fighting for their 
Tives Back there, 

‘MeLean’s lips tightened. 

“Ay,” ho said, “they 
their lives. 
bell rang on, shor« t 
‘camo racing to the boats, it was every 
man for himself, and wo are lucky to 
havo got whero wo are, boy. 

“If only John Pryso were with us!” 
Hal thought bungrily of the big and 
plucky convict who had boon the means 
of his and Jerry's deliverance. 

“I wish he were, boy,” Jerry agrced. 
“I lost sight of Jack after I saw him 
ive. It was useless waiti 
But I know Jack. 

‘that can drown him. I'don't think he's 
dead. Tf ho's alive, we'll mest him 
‘again soon, unless—" 

9 boy, looked at Jerry McLean 
‘questioningly. 

“Unless he is taken, or the Runners 
capture us,” explained Jerry, with @ 
grin. 

‘The boat was drifting onward at a 
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rare speed. A bend in the river showed 
Hal and Jerry the convict hulk with all 





her ports aglow with fire, They could 
30 like ‘walnut-shells, moving 
around her. More fiendish cries and a 





few moro shots came. to. their ears, 
Then flames bogan to lick the jury mast 
of tho Ethalion. ‘Tho convict hulk whieh 
had been their prison was doomed | 
‘MoLean swung his back into s lusty 
roke and urged the wherry on at & 








fastor speed, 
“No use waiting!” ho cried. 
Before they were awaro of hor ap- 


proach they almost ran into the bows 
of a great bargo which was sailing up- 
Fiver. Only rift turn of tho tiller 
and @ hard stroke from Jerry's right- 
hand ‘oar carried them clear of the 
threatoning stem, and Jerry was forced 
to ship the oar and fond the boat off 
the bargo with his hand, 

‘A coarso oath followed them into ¢! 
darkness, and Jerry hauled tho boat 
round, 

“Let's get ashore” he cried. 

The ‘Thames began to brosden out, 
and the tido was so, swift that it took 
Jerry some hard rowing before the shoro 
logmiod up ahead, 

‘A pebble strand ron up from tho out 
flowing river to a high bank. A fow 
hefty strokes, and, then Jorry McLean 
shipped his oars. ‘Tho keel of the boat 
grated on tho shingle, and Jorry vaultod 
over the side and held the boat fast. In 
@ moment Hal joined him, 

“Tt was no good going on, boy,”” whis- 
pored MeLean, “We'd fuvo boon seen 























‘as soon as day broke, Wo've got to take 
our chance on, shore.”” 


‘They'll send 
1, Who w 












te t, boy,” said, MeLean, 
pushing the stolon wherry into deep 
ter and wading knee-deep after it to 
it a final thrust, which hurled it 
eyond the eddies into tho racing tide, 
here she gocs—and may sho be past 
the Nore before the ‘ busies” find her!” 

Sido by sido the two waited until thoy 
saw tho vanishing boat merge with tho 
nights thon they climbed up the bani 
and looked about them. 

Above a bank of dense black cloud 
tho moon began to peep, and they 
realised they were in an open meadow. 
Crossing this, they found themselves 
stopped by s high, overgrown’ hedge. 
By the side of this they went, searching 
for an opening. ‘They could’ see cattle 











READ THIS FIRST. 


CONVICTED OF CONSPIRING TO ROB THE EARL OF HUNTFORD OF A DIAMOND STAR, HAL LOVETT AND HIS CHUM, 

JERRY MCLEAN, ARE CONVEYED TO THE CONVICT HULK ETHALION, ANCHORED AT WOOLWICH—HAL TO SERVE A 

SENTENCE OF SEVEN YEARS, AND McLEAN TO AWAIT DEPORTATION. AS THE RESULT OF A PREARRANGED PLAN, 

ORGANISED BY A BURLY PRISONER NAMED PRYSE, WHOM McLEAN HAD PREVIOUSLY GEFRIENDED, THE CONVICTS 

FIRE THE SHIP, AND HAL AND JERRY GAIN POSSESSION OF A WHERRY AND MAKE GOOD THEIR ESCAPE IN THE 
BLACKNESS OF THE NIGHT. 





2% 
lyin; 











nthe dewladen grass, and pre- 
© gh ete, over Which 


exorcise. 7 
‘The moon was up now, and by its aid 
they followed @ footpath which led them 





to @ farm. In order to gain the road 
boyond the farm they had to pass close 
to the farmhouse, ond as they neared it 





8 dog began a feroci 
strained at its chain, 
Hal stopped, hesitating. P 
“Never mind the dog, boy,” said 
MoLean, urging him on." Wo've got to 

find shelter before the day breaks.” 

Thoy paced on together, whilst tho 
furious barking of the dog awakened 
‘other dogs. in the neighbourhood, which 
joined in the canine chorus. 

“This way!” oried McLean. 
“Through the farmyard! It's the 
‘nearest way to tho road |” ; 

“Dhoy raced past the farmhouse, their 
hoarts boating fast, 

Suddenly # window rasped up. 

Hal cast a glanos back over h 
shoulder and saw a man in a nightshirt 
appear at tho window. His round face 
was topped by 
which bobbi 


barking as it 








ludicrously. 
roared tho mai 








3 1" 





Bang 
ho roport of a blundorbuss ochoed 
deifeningly in the night, and. as. Hal 
‘and Jerry pounded on, they heard the 
nies of bulls rip and teat tho leaves 
of tho trees ies near them. 
“Como on, boy shouted MoLean, as 
hho sung back @ fivo-barre ‘and 
polted out on to tho road. “Let's find 


cover |” 
Hunted 1 


AL and Jorry followed tho road 
H for a milo or two before they 








came to a donse wood which in- 

vited confidence. Although the 

moon was up now, they did not mest a 
soul. 

‘Tho hedgo which fringed the wood was 

broken hero and thors. ¢o that it was 








ive among the 
trees. Here they waited till tho day 
broke and they could sce their way 
about. 

‘Around them grow clumps of bushes 
and great, upstanding trees. ‘The wood 
was of considerablo extent, thoy dis- 
govered, as they penetrated into its 


depth. i 
mpletely hidden by bushes, they 
throw themselves down, and, removing 
their boots, rested. 

‘They wero tired and hungry and foot- 
gore. ‘Their hoads nodded and their oye- 
ids closed, but they dared not go to 
slegp for fear of being captured. 

‘As tho day lengthened Hal became so 
sick with hunger thet his sleepiness 

acted away. Jf only they had some 
food | 

In the afternoon they ventured farther 
qfeld andy nding stroam ‘running 
through the wood, lapped at the crys 
clear water. “It gave them now life. 

‘Phey had no sooner slaked their thirst, 




















‘a nightcap, the tassel off 
he of th 


howerer, than they heard the echo of 
voices closo at hand. z 
‘MoLean crouched, straining his ears 
to listen, 





much rem 
Blackheath, and they're shore to head 
‘Lunnon way.” 

Molean gripped Hal by the arm and 
pulled im down. They were ringed 
in with dense, close-growing 
dendron bushes, and it would have ben 
impossible to deteot them at ton yards" 
range, 

It was just as well, for less than a 
minute later a ranger came slong, wit 
a stick onder bis arm. At his’ heels 
trailed a crowd of belonging 
to the neighbourhoo 

Hal held his breath as the party 
sippped within, reach of tho bush tinder 
which he was hiding. 

“There's fine cover hero for escaped 

wviots,” said @ stalwart young farmer. 
Sure there is,”” answered the ranger, 
it they’d never come this way, I tell 
"e. It only leads to Farmer Goodyer's 
farm and the river.” 


























victs with a 9 
yer hit hissol imagined seeing 
the two mea. "He'd bin drinking I” 

‘All the samo,” said the young farmor 
stubbornly, “seventeon of the convicts 
Eeaa™™, ges, eotting fire te" 

thalion, and wo're going to search this 
“Come on, then, lot's soarch it,” 
answored the 








‘Then the man 
sat branch 





‘To Hal's intense rolief, the whole lot 
moved “away. Snappisig tvige and 
Tustling boughs, marked their retreat, 
‘and, as the sounds grow fainter, McLean, 
Feached out a hand-and touched Hal's. 





“Pass a voto of thanks to our un- 
koown pal, boy.” he said. “I reckon 
@ saved us.” 


But though the danger passed 0 
Quickly, at was not the ead of the day's 
Later that samo afternoon McLean 
and Hal, who had loft the shelter of the 
rhododendron bushes end climbed 
igh into tho branches of a giant sproad- 
ing oak, heard dogs baying as they 
scoured the undergrowth, and the deep- 
throated shouts of inen who urged them 
Sometitnes, the sounds slmost died 
away, thon thoy came again. Once they 
ww quite loud, end from their hiding- 
Placo it the treo tho two convicts saw 
the hounds raking through the very 








hiding thore, to hear the dogs baying, 
came in a loud, deep voice. “But it 
8 false alarm. Let's go this way.” 

‘The hunters and their dogs moved off, 
and a litele while lator a mist began to 
ise among the trecs. 








THE MAGNET 
Jerry Gets Some Clothes 1 


S soon as night fell, Hal and 
MeLean worked thoir way 
cautiously to tho fringe of the 

_. , wood. Hungry, and shivering 
with dampness, they waited, until the 
farm hands and cottagers went home 
and only a few belated travellers re- 
mained abroed. 

Then they hurried along tho lano in 
front of them and made their way to » 
main road. Along this they went until 
hey came to a senpont that told them 
it was threo and- a quarter miles. to 
Blackheath, 

“Blackhoath I” 
“Burn me, 
neighbourh 
anc 








amp at overy. etri 
tly they trad. 
Whenever a cottago loomed up they 
seouted before taking @ chance. If 
inn came into view they reconnoitred 
before they dared to pass it. 

J was pitch dark, when Hal, and 
Jerry at fast reached the groat bleak 
‘expanso of common. At once they loft 
tho road and began to cross tho grasa, 

“Boy,” said McLean, “I havo moro 
than ono friend a:iong the innkeopers 
sound those paris, for T wed to fide 
out or drive out here, and spend my 
money lavishly as long aa Thad ‘it, 
But deuco tako it, I shan't be at 
take my bearings until the moon ri 

“Dm hungry,” said Hal. “Shall wo 
be ablo to got something fo oat?” 

“All wo want, I hope,” encouraged 
Jerry MoLean. “Ana shelter and ret, 
too, unless my good friond fails mo, It 
hho docs, why, then, boy, it will moan— 
tho hulks—or worse, maybe. Alroady 
Wo must bo condemned as escaped cone 
viets, and mutineors, and—" 

“Tt might moan tho gallows, Jorry,”” 
seid Hal fishing ‘Mofean's ‘unspoken 


ane it. 
“More than likely,” said Molean, 
Ithily and 



























ing no sound. And now, 
‘MeLean gripped Hal's 


ing of waeels upen the Bint road 
then man’s voice raised in angor 
split the night. His oaths rolled 
across the heath, and the sharp crack 
of @ whip accompanied them. 

‘Whoa, ou. blac dovil!” a, voice 
eried, “Pil stondy you—I'll make you 
rig gers J 

Grack, crack, erack ! 

Again camo the crack of the whip. 

‘Th lights had stopped. On the road 
which topped a gentle rito stood a cart 
in black silhouette, ‘Tho man who held 
the roins was rocling in his seat and 
lashing the horso antil it reared up 
between the shafts, At the samo time 























the man hauled at the reins, and. 
arses showed that he had beon drink- 
ing. 

It was a case o1 sheer brutality on the 
part of a drunken man towards an in- 
offensive horse, and Jorry McLean's 
blood boiled at the sight. 








Kivetslatnenf oiees he 


Pilate ana punaed er 
Futon? dalaud and 


loroed, iio. par anne 
‘tor both ‘Sfviea: Ciateal News Agency, 








Se se ees 
ere Se ate AS, Ppa tpn oad ees Do Se 
rine dea Pediat ane 


EVERY SATURDAY 


Jorry loved horses. At one time, as 
Hal Lovote mow, ho used to own them. 
Tt was too much for him to see this 
poor beast ill-used by a drunken bull 





Screwing up his convi 
ho pulled out of t he raced 
up on to the road and presented it at 


ti astonished driver. 

Your monoy or your life, and all the 
clothes "you'te’ wetting, you. gallows 
dog!” orted Jerry." Out of thet trap 
Sharp—and off with your clothes, or 
Til slit your throat, and be hanged to 


7 the man stared down, and as he 








coognised the clothes of rusty brown 
Tersy was weering, aud saw the shadow 
of Hal behind, fo” gave a terrified 


scream and came hopping obediently to 






menace of a rolled-up conviet’s cap, 
he got out of his clothos as quickly as he 
Soon the man stood bared to his sl 
soaks, and bo 
‘What sizo boots are you wearing 
domanded Jorry savagely. z 
“'Tigeig-eighis !” gasped the terrified 
traveller. 


“Then off with Yom!” said McLean; 














aa a et 
“The man squatted on the grass and 
removed his boots 
“A soon as ho had got, out of his con- 





iets clothes and donted the rather ill: 
Biting clothes io had “borrowed,” and 
put on tho man’s boots, Jerry tossgd the 
Glsearded things ae his ict 

“Store,” hevnaid, "it you're cold got 
into thors, but don't blame mo. if they 
trod You and” put yeu aboard the 

ke” 

erry beckoned to Hal, ‘Tho moon 
swig vizingy and they could soe. 

TiPtily th unbasnoe the horse, Hal,” 

0 ceed, 

‘Nol, howled the traveller, in 
fron. Flown Ito go home” 

Sank. your lucky stars I didn’t put 
‘ballot through your cowardly hide ! 
Snswored." Mebesn, "You wouldn't 
have bothered about home then.” Come, 
Hal, boy, help mo release the horsa 

‘They soon had the horse free. Then 

aon tits back, and, 

we Teng re 
right fomerm. 
behind’ me, boy! ho. cried, 
“Tvs hotter to ride’ than to wall, and 
Hong ery jot to cur friends 

“fi'ceo tha pric of you hanged. at 
rrybum 8” “erotmed™ the’ laftsiated 

“Do you want mo to,come back and 
blow your brains out?” said MeLeun, 
turning the horse about and once more 
preventing hie rolled up convicts cap at 
ho man's hea 

‘nieMfavelle: didnot seply.,| He 
started ‘off ata rm acrots the heath, 
ands string ‘of throats and curses 
ad along behind 

Terry Mebean drove the horse along 
thy ‘road ate steady trot 
sitikare ato 30H taking me, to, 

erty? usked Hud, as ho bumped up 
and. down behind. 

"At every other’ stop his teoth mot to- 
sother with a snap, and ho had to sling 
Sto. Jerry. desperately to ‘avo. hat 
salt from being thrown, 

i f9 tho Swan With, Two, Necks, and 
mine” host, "Peter Davey,” ansirered 
Ferry Melon 










































The “Swan With Two Necks” 1 
HE Swan With Two Necks was 
not a coaching inn, but one of 
those smaller” wayside taverns 
which, nevertheless, dispensed a 
splendid and’ bounteous hospitality in 
PI ‘hospital 








Tooped seit 


reign of His Most Gracious Majesty 
George II. 


widhin mile of ihe beat 
they after havin 
had much difieulty in finding the right 
road, McLean slowed the horse into @ 
‘walk, ‘Then ho’ brought the beast too 
Sandstill: 

"The sky was now deepest blue above, 
and aglow ‘with the silver light of the 





moon. The winking stars shone pale, 
‘Hop down, boy!” said Jerry. 
Hal obeyed. ‘Then, following him, 


McLean. gave the horse a smack on the 

ank, which sont it careering away into 

the might, the reins trailing out behind 
1¢' dust. 

best 


had. wound about, his 
riding tho horse. “Drape this over 
your conviet’s clothes, and cross your 
fingors for luck, boy.” 

fn this woird fashion, tho rug falling 
almost to his ankles and concoaling his 
convict’s garb, Hal Lovett accompanied 
Jerry to the door of tho inn. 
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Beside tho road a signpost stood, and, 
as its board croaked in tho gentlo wind, 
Hal saw painted upon it a swan with 





Yrindows 
in darkness, and no. light showed 
Inywhoro within, oa 

‘Again and again Jerry knocked, the 








echoes dyin in tho distance ro- 
Hctantly: Je ry had almost given up 
hope of being heard when at last foot. 





steps rang beyond the closed door, and 
then came the sound of bolts being 
drawn back, and s chain shot. Finally 
‘a key turned in the lock, and the door 


SK loopy looking man with tousled red 
Hit “ecpisionsly ‘ocor’ the Motsting 
‘suspiciously ‘over. tho. fa 
Hamo of a lighted candlo. A’ glanco 
fold him that they were no gentlofolk, 

these 


“Who be you, and what do ‘e 
wart?” he grufily. 3 
“Bed and breakfast, and a word with 
Peter Davey,” answered McLean cheer- 
fully, making a if to enter the inn. 
je man batred the way, however. 
« Maister Davey's in bed. and we can’t 
fake you ia! shappod the man with 
fe ginger hair. 
‘He would have shut the door on them 
it Jerry had not thrust his foot in the 


way. 
“Peter Davey would not drive us 
from his inn,” said MoLean. “This is 
fourry treatment, fellow.” 
“Th ‘not take you in,” snarled the 








27 


man, looking suspiciously at Hal. 
"How do I know you're not thom con: 
viets that esoaped ‘freat the hulle?” 
A, dcop, ringing, heavy oico behind 
made tho’ man suddenly Joap back, 
Hero, what's to do, Tom Kinch?” 
“Travellers. " Suspicious coves, who 
Feant bed and breakfast,” growled fom 
Jnch, who was the polman at the Swan 
With "Two Necks. 
“Travellers—ch?” grumbled the man 
with the deop voice, as he strode up to 
the door. “Hold that candle high 30 
that T ean seo, Tom.” 
His eyes travelled to Hal, and he 
frowned, Then ‘they. switched to 
and’ ho "stared and 


McLe—" ho began, but 
hooked himself quickly.“ Why, come 
in, sir, and bring your friend with you! 
I ‘don't know what good luck brought 











ot my way tonight but come, ight 
Iniand make yoursdives at home,’ =~ 
Thank you, aid 





as ho stopped across the 









thet 
he 9 


nd. MeLean 
1 in a pew with cold roast 
boef and ‘pickled walnuts, crisp. broad: 
‘and-butter, and a bottle’ of liquid re- 
freshment ‘set. in front. of thom. 











id the landlord, in a hoarse 
sper, “I'm glad you. amo. to. me. 
Til save you, Til nover forget 
‘tho generous’ way yout treated mo when- 
over’ you came out to tio Swan With 
Tro Necks, “Alter ‘you've. caton go 
upstairs and sleep without font.” 

He cropt to tho end of tho pow, looked 
round, then came back ageln. 

ie iu, and cry ie Out bo. wh 
gered. “T heard ail about jour oteape 
fom the hulle, si. But there aro some 
who think you ‘sro dead. And your 
Friend?” 

“Ts Hal Lovett, Peter.” 

“The boy, who stole the Eat) of Hunt- 
ford’s ster,” sald the landlord, darting 
a keen glance at Hal." “"Woll, if he'e 
your frfend, he is safe with mo, too. 
Til see about getting him some clothes 
tomorrow.” 

That, potman of youts, Peter, Tom 
Kinch, ean ho bo trusted? asked Jerry. 
leaning cron the fable. "I almost 
thougitt ho suspected us just now. 

“tom—what ‘Tom Kinch?” said. the 
landlord heartily. "He's dour, but ho's 
ufo en bark is. worse. than 
fis bite. "Besides he knows nothing.” 

Poter Davey, landlord of the Swan 
With ‘Two Necks, would not havo felt 
Quite so tanguino could he have. seen 
‘Tom Kinch at that very moment crouch: 
ing down and spying in at the slightly 
opened door. 

(Wal and Jerry have certainly found 
a friend in Peter Davey. But that of 
Jom Kinch? He looks tike epilting the 
Beans, doesn't ke? Stand by for more 
eeciting odventures next week, chums’) 

‘Bae Maower Linnans.—No. 1.202. 
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The SHADOWED 
SCHOOLBOY. 


(Continued from page 24.) 


‘The Famous Five were reluctant to 
admit it, but it was evident that the 
dragoman was right. 

Darkness was falling on tho valloy of 
tho ‘Nile. Not a sign had been found 
of Lord Mauleverez. For weary hour 
fier hour the intors and tho dragoman 

seurched by fields and paths and 
cial boabe bel ic wasn Saas ae 
Schoolboy earl had vanished as, com- 
pletely as if tho earth had opened and 
fwalloved him up, and there could no 
longer bo any doubt that he had fallon 
into the hands of a lurking, watching 









fguthered in tho road again in a dismal 


group, where, tho donkey-boys were 
Waiting with tho donkeys, ‘tnd Ibrahim 
with the camol 


“It anes there's nothing more 
larry Wharton, clenchiny 
They’vo got” poor 
',.go buck to Luror without 
ars, Wwe go back to Luxog 
Hon to policeman» 


‘olicemans find rascal 
yn noblo lord- 





‘ol 










said Hassan, 
Persons, who lay hands 











Tipe vos, sar! Egyptian, policemans 
my geod andl top-hele pellcheaan 
"We're. not going, Harry. 


“Bun T think Wolk baion cond werd to 





Sar, on a camel with » 
y” said the dregoman. 
sar, you como also on 


‘What you do here in a 


usoless to linger, but tho 
the Remove could’ not make 
minds to return to, the 


ater 
0 
than of tho deterbers an he 
shadows were falling more tl 
stare coming out ina sky of dark, nite 
‘Through the thickening shadows came 
«sound of footsteps on the road. Many 





‘the de 
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natives had passed, and Hassan ques- 
Honod chem the! native tongue tat 
‘without learnt of Maule: 
Wotee As Yor Banter tes juniors had 
inet foteciion tho fost Owl ie thoir 
“Bab Cherry pooted along the shad 

‘Chere al shadowy 
réed in the divection of the approsching he 
Footsteps. 

‘Here comes somebody,” he suid. 

“Hassan mey a8 well ask them. Toy 
may have seen something ——" 

‘Two shadowy figures loomed up in the 
seas. hes ays vine eae 
Fesched them. ‘There wes 0 fat star 
soueak. 

Danish gasped Ha It 
miilsh 1” assan, “Tt is 

the small fat lord 

Banter!” yelled Jobnny Bull. 

“Thank gopdnem he's turned up!” 

said Harry." But poor old Mauly=— 

Why, what—whet—what—Mauly | 











Js Sio—is it you, Bfanly?” 

Thoro, was ® oh 
“1 say, you fellows —” 
ily Ponred the Famous Five 


od 


“Maul 
in utter wonder. ‘Thoy almost fanci 
that they must be dreaming. 

“0 day worthy to be marked wit 
white stono !” cjaculated Hassa 











find ‘bim noblo lordship |, Yes He 
noble and magnificent lordship is of 
rolurn to sorrowing friends!” | Insh 
Toh! Wabyat-en-nabi! Him lordship 
hore!” 

“Mauly i" gasped Whatton. “Is it 
you oF your ghost, old man?” 

Lord Mauloverer peo’ 


“Little me. And j 
follows,” he said. 
gn the! right ‘road 


Jolly glad to sce you 
1 fancied we wore 
‘nd hore ‘wo ‘aro, 


Soery you've been bothered, as the aay 
Sage telephone. Not my fault, 
FS 


"1 sey, you fellows— 
“But what—how— ‘Thank goodness 
you've ‘turned up. But how—” 
Eaaped Nugant. 
‘aay, you fellows—" 
ly, old bean, we'll keep 
a chain after this” oxclai 
But how the thump—" 
“I say, you fellows —" 
‘Shut. upy Bunter 
“Shan't!” roared Bunter. 
hungry I” 





ou on 
b. 





“Ym 


“Ha, ha, how” 
“Blessod’ if 1 seo anything te, cacklo 
at! I'm famishod—ravenous!, I've had 
nothing to est all doy!” gasped 
Bunter. “Is this a time for jaw? Havo 
yoo, got, any grub, with, yout Look 
here, “Jot pot’ back fo Luror. Look. 
fell you, after I've shaved 
Maui's wife—I ‘mean, saved his 


ife—— 
“What?” yelled the juniors. 

“Great Scott!) Did Buntor—" 
“Yuas,” geinned Lord Mauloyeror. 
“Bunter” turned Ines Knows 
ike a bad 








up, 


ars Hero's 
your camel, Bunter. Here's your jolly 
ld ‘camel ‘and your jolly old camel- 
“Pm not going to ride that camel 
again!” “roated “Bunter. "Koop, the 
beast away! Tsay, you fellows—" 
“Woll, this is luck !” said Bob Oherey. 
“Stick Bunter on my donkey, an. 
Till Fido the camel. Suro you. won't 
have him, Bunter?” 

nye, bint 

Te wasn la party, after all, that 
rode Bruck adore slat to Luxor. 


sci the Greck, like a caged 
tiger in hig locked cabin, heard tho 
tramping of fect and the ringing of 
hoary voices as tho Groyfriags pasty 














ame on board tho dahabiych, 
Bunter's voico was not heard. Billy 
Buntor had scoffed tho remains of tha 


lunch on his way back to Luxor, but ho: 
il ravenous when he arrived on 
he dahabiyeh, and Bunter mado'a bac. 
line for tho suepes te table, and me peas: 
‘were too, bury for’ apeech, 

solid hour Billy Bunter sat, ‘and ato and 
ate and ate, aad mip the Nubians busy. 
‘Then ho ed back and smiled. Onco 
more William George Bunter found life 
worth living. 














SHE END. 

(Billy Bunter and the chums of Grey 
friars meet with heaps. more, exciting 
adventures next week in “TH B 
SECRET OF THE SCARAB!" 
‘sure and read this yarn, boys, You'll 
enjoy every line of it.) 
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